
^ '-"f -
tm

t- '^-'

-< „,i <)i^

^5. "^^
?^

^,A<

i5!*';'i*IS
js-^psr^ »i

:-H:g^^

-<^
W^^^



UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA
AT LOS ANGELES

r









f
'', t'l

<



KATEEFELTO
^ .Storg of lExmoor.

BY

a J. WHYTE-MELVILLE,

AUTHOE OF "dIGBY grand,"
"
CERISE,"

" UNCLE JOHN," ETC.

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS

By col. H, hope CREALOCKE, C.B.

J -"jJl J J JJ 'i'^ ^ } > y i > ' 1
'

> 1 > 111 1

1 ' '
. 11 1

- •

>
l I'l >'[ 111," 1

LONDON :

CHAPMAN AND HALL, 193, PICCADILLY.

1875.

[All riffMs reserved.'\



LOKDON :

BRADBURY, AGNEW, & CO., PRINTERS, WHITEFEIARS.

• • • ,• «•• ,•. ••• • • • •*' ••• .«, • I « «

/• .•• *. ;
* '.

'. .'
-. : :.-:

• . » • • • •

• • •



5 "^

LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS.

At Gaze ....... {Frontispiece) page

" Under the Guard "
8

" Westward IIo !

" 96

"Well Out of It" 152

"The Lesson Learnt" 165

" The Tale Told "
183

"Moonlight" 206

"Moved!" 215

"Beat" .228
" Set Up "

229

"Neck or Nothincx" 280*

'The Gipsy's Bride" 286





KATEEFELTO:
A STOEY OF EXMOOE,

CHAPTER I.

DEADMAN S ALLEY.

On the last day of April, 1763, John Wilkes, refusing to

enter into his recognisances to appear before the Court of

Queen's Bench, was committed to the Tower by warrant of

my Lords Egremont and Halifax, His Majesty's two prin-

cipal Secretaries of State.

Defiance of constituted authority has never wanted

sympathy from that British public which entertains, never-

theless, a profound respect for law. Mr. Wilkes became a

hero in consequence; and while many a jug of beer was

thereafter emptied, and many a bottle of wine cracked to

his health, diverse street songs, more or less execrable, were

composed in honour of the so-called patriot, whose personal

popularity was incontestable, notwithstanding the unpre-

possessing exterior, that has passed into a proverb.

Of these, none were perhaps so absurd as the following

ditty, chanted by a chairman more than half drunk, under

the windows of a tavern in Covent Garden, notwithstanding

the protestations of some half-dozen gentlemen, who, seated

at supper in an upper chamber, held that their tastes and
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opinions were equally outraged by the persistency of the

singer below.

"
King Nabuchodonosor," whined the chairman.

" Hold that cursed noise !

"
exclaimed one of the gentle-

men from the window.
"
King Nabuchodonosor," repeated the chairman in all the

aggravating monotony of a minor key.

"You knave!" roared a second voice—"I'll come down

and beat you to a jelly, if you speak another syllable !

"

A volley of oaths succeeded this threat, but their object

stood fire manfully under the discharge, and fixing his eyes

on vacancy, proceeded with his song
—

" '

King Nabuchodonosor

Lived in a golden palace ;

He fed from a golden dish, and drank

His swipes from a golden chalice.

JBut John Wilkes he was for Middlesex,

And they chose him for knight of the shire ;

For he made a fool of Alderman Bull,

And called Parson Tooke a liar !

'

" Hurrah !

"
continued the vocalist, who had lost his hat,

waving a scratch wig round his bare scalp with an abortive

attempt to cheer.
"
King Nabu—Nabu—cho—donosor was

a mighty man
"—

shaking his head with unimpaired solem-

nity
—" a mighty man, no doubt,

' But John Wilkes he was for Middlesex,

And they chose him for knight of the shire.'

Hip, hip
—Hurrah !

"

A burst of laughter rang from the party in the tavera,

and a gentleman in a laced waistcoat shut down the window

after throwing out a crown-piece to the singer in the

street.

Night was falling, the air felt chilly, though it was

summer, and the party, who had drank several bottles of
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port, gathered round the fire over a steaming bowl of

punch.

They were of all ages between twenty and fifty. One

of them wore a wig, another powder, a third had brushed

his luxuriant hair to the poll of his neck and tied it in a

plain black bow. Their long-waisted coats were cut to an

ample width at skirt and sleeves
;
their waistcoats heavily

bound with lace. Knots of ribbon adorned the knees of

their breeches, their shoes were fastened with buckles, and

each man carried sword and snuff-box. To drink, to fence,

to "lug out" as it was called, on slight provocation, to sing a

good song, tell a broad story, and spill a deal of snuff in its

recital, were, at this period, the necessary accomplishments

of a gentleman.

The room in which these worthies had assembled seemed

more comfortable than luxurious. Its bare floor was sanded,

and the chairs, long-legged, high-backed and narrow-seated,

were little suggestive of repose, but the mahogany table had

been rubbed till it shone like glass, the wood-fire blazed and

crackled, lighting up the crimson hangings that festooned the

windows, and though the candles were but tallow, there

flared enough of them to bring into relief a few pictures

with which the unpajDered walls were hung. These works of

art, being without exception of a sporting tendency, were

treated in a realistic style, and seemed indeed to have been

painted by the same master :
—A fighting-cock, spurred,

trimmed, and prepared for battle, standing on the very tip-

toe of defiance. A horse with a preternaturally small

head, and the shortest possible tail, galloping over New-

market Heath, to win, as set forth in large print below^,
" a

match or plate of the value of fifty guineas." The por-

trait of a celebrated prize-fighter, armed with a broadsword,

of a noted boxer in position, stripped to the waist. Lastly,

an ambitious composition, consisting of scarlet frocks, jack-
B 2
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l)oots, cocked hats, tired horses and baying hounds, grouped

round a central figure brandishing a dead fox, and labelled

" The Victory of obtaining the Brush."

One of the party had taken on himself to ladle out the

punch. Its effects soon became apparent in the heightened

colour and increased volubility of the company. Voices rose,

two or three at once. A song was demanded, a glass broken.

In the natural course of events, somebody called a toast.

"
Blue-Eyes !

"
shouted a handsome young fellow flushed

with drink, waving his glass above his head.

" A fine !

"
objected the punch-ladler, judicially. "By the

laws of our society, no member has leave to pledge a female

toast. It leads to mischief. Gentlemen, we have decided to

draw the line, and we draw it at beauty. Call something

else !

"

"Then here's John Wilkes !" laughed the first speaker.

"He's ugly enough in all conscience. John Wilkes! His

good health and deliverance—with three !

"

" Hold !

"
exclaimed a beetle-browed, square-shouldered

man of forty or more, turning down his glass ;

" I protest

against the toast. John Wilkes ought still to be fast by the

heels in the Tower of London. If he had his deserts John

Wilkes would never have come out again, alive or dead, and

nobody but a d—d Jacobite, and traitor to His Majesty

King George, would venture to call such a toast in this

worshipful company. I stand to what I say, John Garnet,

It's you to play next !"

Each man looked at his neighbour. The punch-ladler half

rose to interfere, but shortly plumped into his seat again,

finding himself, it may be, not quite steady on his legs, while

the young gentleman, thus offensively addressed, clenched

his glass, as if to hurl it in the last speaker's face. Controlling

himself, however, with obvious effort, he broke into a forced

laugh, glanced at his rapier, standing in a corner of the room.
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and observed quietly,
"
If you desire to fasten a quarrel on

me, Mr. Gale, this is neither a fitting time nor place."
"
Quarrel !

"
exclaimed the man behind the punch-bowl ;

" no gentleman, drunk or sober, would be fain to quarrel on

John Wilkes' behalf. Sure, he can take his own part with the

best or worst of us, and Mr. Gale was only playing the ball

back to your service, John Garnet. You began the jest, bad

or good. Be reasonable, gentlemen. Fill your glasses, and

let us wash away all unkindness. Here's to you both !

"

Mr. Gale, though something of a bully, was not, in the

main, an ill-natured man. He squared his shoulders, filled

his glass, and pledged the person he had insulted with an

indifference that almost amounted to additional provocation.

Confident in his personal strength and skill with his weapon,
Mr. Gale, to use his own phraseology, was accustomed to con-

sider himself Cock of the Walk in every society he frequented.

Nine men out of ten are willing to accept bluster for courage,

and give the wall readily enough to him who assumes it as

a right. The tenth is made of sterner stuff, resists the pre-

tension, and exposes too often a white feather lurking under

the fowl's wing, that crowed so lustily and strutted with so

defiant a gait.

All this passed through the mind of John Garnet, com-

pletely sobered by his wrangle, while he sipped punch in

silence, meditating reprisals before the night was past.

This young gentleman, whom nature and fortune seemed

to have intended for better things, was at present wasting
health and energy in a life of pleasure that failed egregiously

to please, but that succeeded in draining the resources of a

slender purse to their lowest ebb. He came of an old

family, and indeed, but for the attainder that deprived his

father of lands and title, would have been the owner of large

estates in the North, and addressed by tenantry or neighbours
as Sir John— that father, devoted body and soul to the
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Stuarts, died at Rome, beggared and broken-hearted, leaving

his son little besides his blessing, and an injunction never to

abandon the good cause, but bequeathing to him the personal

beauty and well-knit frame that Acts of Parliament were

powerless to alienate. The young man's laughing eyes, rich

colour, dark hair, and handsome features were in keeping

with a light muscular figure, a stature slightly above the

average, and an easy jaunty bearing, set off liy a rich dress,

particularly pleasing to feminine taste. Hence, while he

repudiated the title of which he had been deprived, it

became a jest among his intimates to call him "plain John

Garnet," a jest of which the point was perhaps more appre-

ciated by the other sex, than by his own.

Plain John Garnet looked somewhat preoccupied now,

sitting moodily over his punch, and the influence of his

demeanour seemed to steal upon the company in general.

Mr. Gale, indeed, held forth loudly on horse-racing, cock-

fighting, and such congenial topics, but spent his breath for an

inattentive audience, not to be interested even by a disserta-

tion on West-country wrestling in all its branches—the

Cornish hug, the Devonshire shoulder-grip, and the West

Somerset "
rough-and-tumble catch where you can."

At an earlier hour than usual the reckoning was called,

and the guests, not very steady, assumed their swords and

hats to pass downstairs into the street. Mr. Gale by acci-

dent, John Garnet by design, were the last to leave the

room.

The latter placed himself before the door, observing in a

quiet tone, that the other's reckoning was not yet wholly

paid up.
" How so ?

"
asked Gale, in his loud, authoritative

voice.
" The oldest member has taken my half-guinea, and

entered it in due course. Will j^ou satisfy yourself, my
young friend, by calling the landlord to produce his club-

books ? Pooh, pooh ! young sir : the punch Is strong, and
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you have drunk too much ! Stand aside, I say, and let me

pass !

"

He did not like the set look of John Garnet's mouth
;
he

liked less the low firm tones in which that gentleman

repeated his assertion.

" You may or may not be in debt to the club—it is their

affair. You owe an apology to one of the members—that is

mine."
"
Apology !

"
stormed the other.

"
Apology ! what do you

mean, sir ? This is insolence. Don't attempt to bully me,

sir ! Again I say, at your peril, let me pass !

"

" Do you refuse it 1
" asked John Garnet, in a low voice,

setting his lips tighter while he spoke.
" I do !" was the angry reply.

" And what then ?"

"• Nothing unusual," said the other, while he moved out of

the way.
" Drawer ! Please to show us an empty room."

A frightened waiter, with a face as white as his napkin,

opened the door of an adjoining chamber, set a candle on the

chimney-piece, and motioned the gentlemen in.

Garnet bowed profoundly, making way for his senior to

pass. The other looked about him in uncertainty, and felt

his heart sink, while he heard the voices of their departing

companions, already in the street.

He had little inclination to his task. For one moment

the burly, square-shouldered man wished himself safe at

home
;
the next, that intermittent courage which comes to

most of us, in proportion as it is wanted, braced his nerves

for the inevitable encounter and its result. He grasped his

rapier, ready, to draw at a moment's notice, while the other

coolly locked the door.

The Avaiter, fresh on the town, and unused to such brawls,

ran down to summon his master, who was busy over the

house accounts in a small parlour below. Till the landlord
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had added up one column and carried its balance to the

next, he paid no attention, though his astonished servant

stood pale and trembling before him, with a corkscrew in

his mouth and a bottle under his arm. Then both rushed

upstairs in a prodigious hurry, just too late to prevent

mischief.

While yet in the passage they could hear a scuffle of feet,

a clink of steel, a smothered oath, and a groan ;
but as they

reached the door it was opened from inside, and John Garnet

stood before them, panting, excited, his waistcoat torn, his

dress awry, with the candle in his hand.

" There is a gentleman badly hurt in that room," said he.

"Better send for a surgeon at once, and get a coach to take

him home." Then he blew out the candle, slipped down-

stairs in the dark, and so into the street.

The gentleman was indeed so badly hurt that, all the

energies of the household were concentrated on the sufferer.

Nobody had a thought to spare for the assailant till long

after pursuit would have been too late. Mr. Gale was

wounded in the fore-arm, and had received a sword-thrust

through the lungs. With the landlord's assistance he made

shift to walk into a bedchamber, where they undressed and

laid him carefully down ;
but before a surgeon could arrive

there was obviously no hope, and he only lived long enough
to assure the doctor, in the presence of two witnesses, that

the quarrel had been of his own making, and was fought out

according to the usual rules of fair-play.
"
I was a fool not to close with him," murmured the dying

man, reflecting ruefully on the personal strength he had

misapplied.
" But the rogue is a pretty swordsman

; quick,

well-taught, supple as an eel, and—I forgive him !"

Then he turned on his side, as the landlord subsequently

stated, and thereafter spoke never a word more, good or bad.

John Garnet, meanwhile, made the best of his way into
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the street, with the intention of proceeding straight to his

lodgings, and riding out of London next morning at break

of day. Duels, though of no rare occurrence, were serious

matters even in a time when every man earned a small-

sword by his breeches-pocket ;
and to be taken red-handed,

as it were, from the slaughter of an adversary, would have

entailed unpleasant consequences to liberty, if not to life.

While it had been established that a gentleman was bound

to defend his honour with cold steel, it seemed also under-

stood that in such encounters even victory might be pur-

chased at too dear a price. Nevertheless, so riotous were

the habits of the day, encouraging to the utmost card-playing

and the free use of wine, so lax was the administration of

the law, and so stringent the code of public opinion, that

scarcely a week passed without an encounter, more or less

bloody, between men of education and intellect, who would

have considered themselves dishonoured had they not been

ready at any moment to support a jest, an argument, or an

insult, with naked steel. John Garnet, therefore, observing

an ancient watchman pacing his sluggish rounds, turned aside

into a bye-street rather than confront this guardian of the

peace ;
and hastening on as he became less certain of the

locality, was aware that his strength began to fail, and felt

his shirt clinging to his body, wet and clammy with some-

thing that must be blood.

For an instant he thought of turning back into the more

frequented thoroughfare ;
but the hum of voices, and increas-

ing tread of feet, seemed too suggestive of discovery, and he

stumbled onwards, in faint hope of reaching the dwelling of

some obscure barber-surgeon who might staunch his wounds,

and send for a coach to take him home.

Twice he reeled against the wall of a certain dark passage,

called Deadman's Alley, down which he staggered with

uneven steps, and had almost decided that he must sink
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into the gutter, and lie where he fell till a passer-by should

pick him up, when he descried a red lamp in a window

ahead, and summoned all his strength to make for it as his

last hope. Half blind, half stupefied, he groped and blun-

dered on, with a dull, strange fancy that he was on the deck

of a ship, labouring in a heavy sea while she made for a

harbour-light, that seemed continually to dip and disappear

behind the waves. The illusion, though not bO vivid, was

similar to a dream, and the languor that accompanied it

something akin to sleep; till in a moment, while through

his brain there came a whirr as in the works of a watch

when it runs down, the light widened, broke into a hundred

shafts of fire, went out and all was dark.



CHAPTER 11.

PORLOCK BAY.

High-water in Poiiock Bay. The tide upon the turn—
sand-pipers, great and small, dipping, nodding, stalking to

and fro, or flitting along its margin waiting for the ebb
;
a

gull riding smoothly outside on an untroubled surface,

calm as the soft sky overhead, that smiled lovingly down

on the Severn Sea. Landward, a strip of green and level

meadows, fringed by luxuriant woodlands, fair with the

gorgeous hues of summer
;

stalwart oak, towering elm,

spreading walnut, stately Spanish chestnut, hardy mountain

ash, and scattered high on the steep, above dotted thorns and

spreading hazels, outposts, as it were, of delicate feathering

birches, to guard the borders of the forest and the waste
;

fairyland brought here to upper earth, with all its changing

phases, and variety of splendour. The wild-bird from her

nest in Horner "Woods needed but a dozen strokes of her

wing to reach the open moorland that stretched and widened

ridge by ridge, and shoulder by shoulder, till its rich carpet

of heather was lost in the warm haze that came down on

Dunkerry Beacon, like a veil from the sky.

Far away towards Devon lay a land of freedom and

solitude, haunt of the bittern and the red deer, intersected

by many a silent coombe and brawling river, to expand at

last on the purple slopes of Brendon, or the wet gi-assy
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plains of Exmoor. Travelling over that interminable dis-

tance, the sense of sight could not but weary for veiy glad-

ness, and turned well pleased to rest itself on the white

cliffs of the Welsh coast opposite, and the faint blue of the

intei-vening waters, calm and still, like the eyes of a girl,

whose being has never yet been stiiTcd into passion by the

storm. ^

Above, below, around, Porlock Bay was decked in her

fairest garb. Earth, air, and water seemed holding jubilee ;

but the loveliest object in earth, air, or water was a maiden

seated on a point of rock, washed by the drowsy lap and

murmur of the tide, who seemed pondering deeply yet in

simple happy thought
—a maiden of comely features and

gi-acious presence, the sweetest lass from Bossington Point to

Bideford Bay, nimble with needle, tongue and finger,

courteous, quick-witted, brave, tender-hearted, the light of

a household, the darling of a hamlet, the toast of three

counties,
—and her name was Nelly Carew.

She had sat the best part of an hour without moving

from her place, therefore she could not be waiting for an

expected arrival. She swung her straw hat backwards and

forwards by its broad blue ribbon, with the regularity of a

pendulum ;
therefore her meditations could have been of

no agitating kind, and she looked straight into the horizon,

neither upward like those who live in the future, nor

downwards like those who ponder on the past. Never-

theless, her reflections must have been of an engrossing

nature, for she started at a man's footstep on the shingle,

and the healthy colour mantled in her cheek, while she

rose and put out her hand to be grasped in that of a

square-shouldered, rough-looking personage, whose greeting,

though perfectly respectful, seemed more cordial than

polite.
" Good even, Mistress Nelly," said the new comer, in a
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deep sonorous voice
;

" and a penny for your thoughts, if I

may be so bold
;

for thinking you were, my pretty lass, I'll

wager a bodkin, of something very nigh your heart."

She turned her blue eyes
—and Nelly Carew's blue eyes

made fools of the opposite sex at short notice—full in the

speaker's face.

"
Indeed, Parson," she answered,

"
you never spoke a truer

word in the pulpit, nor out of it. I've turned it over in my
mind till I'm dazed with thinking, and I can't get her to sit^

do what I will."

"
Sit !

"
exclaimed the other.

" Where and how ?
"

"
Why, the speckled hen to be sure !

"
answered Nelly,

rather impatiently.
"
If she addles all these as she addled

the last hatch, I'll forswear keeping fowls, that I will—it

puts me past my patience. How do you contrive with yours,.

Mr. Gale ? though to be sure, if I was a parson, like you, I

wouldn't keep game-cocks. I couldn't have the heart to see

the poor things fight !

"

Parson Gale made no attempt to justify this secular

amusement. He was one of those ecclesiastics, too common

a hundred years ago, who looked upon his preferment and

his parish as a layman of the present day looks on a sport-

ing manor and a hunting-box. Burly, middle-aged, and

athletic, there were few men between Bodmin and Barn-

staple who could vie with the parson in tying a fl}^

setting a trimmer, tailing an otter, handling a game-cock,

using fists and cudgel, wrestling a fall, and on occasion

emptying a gallon of cider or a jack of double ale. Nay, he

knew how to harbour a stag, and ride the moor after him

when the pack were laid on, with the keenest sportsman of

the West, and if to these accomplishments are added no little

skill in cattle doctoring, and some practical knowledge of

natural history, it is not to be supposed that the Reverend

Abner Gale found much leisure for those classical and
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theological studies, to which he had never shown the slightest

inclination.

"
It is but their nature," said the Parson, reverting to the

game-cocks, of which he owned a choice and undefeated

breed.
"
It comes as natural for them to fight, as for me to

drink when I'm dry, or for your old grandfather to sit and

nod over the fire. Or for yourself. Mistress Nelly,"
—here the

parson hesitated and tapped his heavy riding boots with his

heavier whip,
—"

to bloom here in the fresh air of the Channel,

like a rose in a bow-pot. There's a many would fain gather

the rose, only they dursn't ask for fear of being denied."

The latter part of the sentence was spoken low enough

for Nelly, even if she heard it, to ignore.
" And what brought you here this afternoon ?

"
she-inquired

in her frankest tones.
"
It's a long ride across the moor.

Parson, even for you, and not much of a place when you get

to it. If it had been Bridgewater now, or Barnstaple, sure

you would have seen a score of neighbours, men and women,

to tell you the news, and wind up the night with a junket or

may be a dance. But here," and Nelly burst into a merry

laugh,
" our only news is that the speckled hen seems as

obstinate as a mule, and Farmer Veal brought a roan nag
horse home this morning from Exeter. I daresay you've

seen it already. As to dancing, if you must needs dance,

Parson Gale, it will have to be with grandfather or me !

"

" And I'd dance all night with both," he answered,
"
to be

sure of a kind word from one of them in the morning. Do

you really care to know what brought me here to-day.

Mistress Nelly, and will you promise not to be hard on me if

I tell you the truth ?
"

There was something ludicrous in the contrast of his rough

exterior and timid manner while he spoke. He was a thick,

square-made man, built for strength rather than activity,

with a coarse though comely face, bearing the traces of a
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hard out-of-door life, not without occasional excesses in feast-

ing and conviviality. His short grizzled hair made him look

more than his age, but in spite of his clumsy figure, there

was a lightness in his step, an activity in his gestures, such as

seldom outlasts the turning point of forty. He was dressed

in a full-skirted riding coat, an ample waistcoat that had

once been black, soiled leather breeches, and rusty boots,

garnished with a pair of well-cleaned spurs. Even on foot

and up to his ankles in shingle, the man looked hke a good

rider, and a daring resolute fellow in all matters of bodily

effort or peril, not without a certain reckless good humour

that often accompanies laxity of principle and habits of self-

indulgence. Many women w^ould have seen something

attractive even now in his burly strength and manly bearing ;

would have thought it worth while, perhaps, to wean him

from his game-cocks and his boon companions, to tempt him

back into the paths of sobriety, good government, and mode-

ration. Among such reformers he would fain have counted

Nelly Carew.
" You must tell it me in the house then," said she, rising

hastily, and looking up at the sky, as if in dread of a coming

shower. "
It's time I was back with grandfather to give him

his posset
—I left it simmering on the hob more than an hour

ago. Poor grandfather ! He never complains, but I fear he

frets if I keep away from him long. It must be dull for him

sure, after the life he led once, dukes and princes and counts

of the empire and what not—why, his veiy snuff-box be-

longeu to Prince Eugene ;
and now he has nobody to speak

to but me ! Come in, Mr. Gale, and welcome
;

it will freshen

him up a bit to see a new face, for I think he seems poorly

this morning ; you may walk straight into the parlour ; you

know your way well enough
— while I go and look after

supper. You'll eat a morsel with us, won't you, before your
ride across the moor ?

"
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Thus staving off any further explanation of the parson's

hints, Nelly Carew led the way to the pretty and commo-

dious cottage she called her home, stopping at the door to

prune a broken twig from the myrtle that flourished by the

porch as luxuriously as though North Devon were the South

of France. Parson Gale, noting the trim garden, the well-

ordered flower-beds, the newly-thatched roof, and general air

of cleanliness and decency that pervaded the establishment,

could not repress a strong desire to own the treasure

thus comfortably bestowed. There was the casket. Would

he ever succeed in carrying off its jewel to make the light

of his own hearth the ornament on his own breast ?

It seemed but yesterday she came here a smiling little lass

of nine or ten, the darling of that worn-out soldier, whose life

had commenced so eventfully, to dribble out its remaining

sands in so quiet and obscure a retreat. Of old Carew's

history he only knew thus much, that the veteran had passed

a wild unbridled youth, a stormy and reckless manhood
;
that

he had been tried for rebellion in '15, and risked his head,

already grey, once more in '45, escaping imprisonment and

even death on both occasions by the interposition of powerful

friends and in consideration of his services on the Continent

during the war. Even John, Duke of Marlborough, spoke

out for the man he had seen at Malplaquet, holding his own

with a pike against three of the Black Musketeers, and who

carried his weapon in a cool salute to his commander the

instant he had beaten them off. But Carew never prospered,

despite his dauntless courage and undoubted mihtary skill.

Now some fatal duel, now some wild outrage on discipline

and propriety brought him into disgi'ace with the authorities,

and men who were unborn when he first smelt powder, com-

manded regiments and brigades, while he remained a simple

lieutenant, with a slender income, a handsome person, and a

reputation for daring alone.
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Such characters marry hastily and improvidently, Carew's

wife died when her first child was born, a handsome little

rogue, who grew to man's estate the very counterpart in

person and disposition of his graceless sire. He, too, married

early and in defiance of prudential considerations, gambled

drank, quarrelled with his father, and lost his life in a duel

before they had made friends. Old Carew's hair turned grey,

and his proud form began to stoop soon after his son's death,

for he loved the boy dearly, none the less perhaps because of

those very qualities he thought it right to reprove. Then he

took the widow and her little girl to live with him at a small

freehold he inherited near Porlock
;

but young Mistress

Carew did not long survive her husband, and the old man

found himself at threescore years and ten the sole companion
of a demure little damsel not yet in her teens, whose every

look, word, and gesture reminded him cruelly of the son he

had loved and lost.

These two became inseparable. The child's mother had

imparted to her a few simple accomplishments
—needlework,

house-keeping, a little singing, a little music, the French

language
—as she had herself acquired it in a convent abroad

;

above all, those womanly ways that not one woman in ten

really possesses, and that make the charm of what is called

society no less than the hai^piness of home.

Little Nelly was still in her black frock when, taking a

Sunday walk hand-in-hand with her grandfather, she looked

up in his face, and thus accosted him :
—

" When I'm big," said she,
"

I'll have a little girl of my
own. I shall take her out-a-walking, and be kind to her, as

you are to me. You won't like her better than me, grand-

father, will you ?
"

" You may be sure of that, Nelly," was his answer, while

he marvelled how this blue-eyed mite had come to be dearer

to him than all his loves and memories of the past ; wishing
c
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he coulvl have shaped his whole life differently for he

sake.

"
I shall always be your little girl, grandfather," continued

Nelly ;

"
I couldn't do without you, and you couldn't do

without me, so you need not be afraid of my ever going away
to leave you

—I promise
—there !

"

"
But, if you marry, Nelly ?" said he, laughing, for to his

little maid this affirmation was the most solemn form of

oath,

" I shall never marry," answered Nelly, with exceeding

decision,
" no more shall my little girl."

And now it seemed the old warrior's turn to be dependent

on the grown woman he had loved and cherished in her

childhood. It was true enough that he fretted and pined

for her if she stayed many hours out of his sight. It was

pitiable to mark how, day by day, the intellect failed in pro-

portion as the goodly form dwindled to decay. The old oak

that had reared its branches so sturdily was bowed and

sapless now. The soldier of Oudenarde and Malplaquet,

who had sat at table with Marlborough and Prince Eugene,

was lit for little more than to doze in an easy-chair, longing

for his grandchild's home-coming, and nodding, as Parson

Gale said, feebly over the fire.

Even that worthy felt struck with something of awe and

apprehension while he looked on the wasted limbs that he

had heard quoted by old neighbours for their strength, and

reflected that the time was coming when he too would no

longer be able to sit a horse or wrestle a fall. What had he

to look forward to? What resources against that day of

debility and stagnation, unless, indeed, he could prevail in

his suit with Nelly Carew? Therefore did Parson Gale

exert all his powers of conversation, hoping to render himself

agreeable to the girl as she passed in and out, furthering

the preparations for their simjDle meal. He drew on his
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memory, his mother-wit, and his invention for subjects that

might be interesting to both his companions. For old Carew

he detailed at great length the particulars of a wrestling-

match, and subsequent drinking bout, at both of which he

had lately assisted in his own parish ;
while to Nelly he

expatiated on the convenience of his kitchen, the coolness of

his larder, the luxuries of his best parlour in the parsonage

at home
; but, in spite of all his efforts, he experienced a

dim sense of failure and depression. Notwithstanding his

calling, the man was superstitious rather than religious ;
and

when he rose to take leave, could not forbear expressing a

conviction that some great misfortune must be impending
on him or his.

"
I've heard tell of men feeling just like me," said he,

holding Nelly's hand rather longer than good breeding

required,
" and being found next morning stark dead

on the moor. There was a woman up at my place only

last Martinmas, and she says,
'

Parson,' says she,
'

there's

something coming to me that's past praying for; I know

as well as if I saw it. I'm that down-hearted I don't

seem to fill my bodice, and there's a din in both my
ears like the waves of a flood-tide, so as I can't scarce

hear myself speak.' It wasn't a month before her only

brother got drowned off the Lizard, and will you tell me

now, Mistress Nelly, as you did once before, that such

warnings are but idle fancies and old women's fables?

I'm down-hearted too
;
I'm not ashamed to say so. And

when it's fallen on me, whatever it is, I should like to

know who will care a pinch of smiff what's gone with wild

AbnerGale?"
" I wouldn't speak so, if I were you," ansAvered the girl,

who, having disengaged her hand, was now standing at the

cottage door to see him mount for his homeward ride across

the moor. " There are plenty of all sorts to welcome you
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when you come, and wish you
'

good-speed
' when you go

away—you that have so many friends."

"Friends!" repeated the Parson, turning his mare's head

homewards, with a bitter smile.
" The church wouldn't

hold my acquaintance, but the pulpit is large enough for

my friends !
"



CHAPTER III.

WAIF.

Deadman's Alley was at all times a secluded thoroueh-

fare
;
after dark, indeed, its echoes rarely woke to the sound

of a footstep ;
and the watch reflecting, perhaps, that such

loneliness saved them a deal of trouble, abstained from dis-

turbing its repose. An empty cask, a bale of goods, or a

human body thrown aside in Deadman's Alley, might have

remained there many hours without attracting the notice or

obstructing the transit of a passenger.

John Garnet, however, was unusually fortunate, for he

had wallowed in the gutter but a few minutes, when a girl's

step came dancing along the alley, and the lightest foot in

London tripped over him as he lay at length upon the

stones, not quite unconscious, yet altogether powerless to

move. The girl, who had nearly fallen, recovered her footing

with the activity of a cat
;
and smothering an exclamation in

some outlandish tongue, peered down through the darkness

to discover the nature of her stumbling-block. Then she

felt that her naked ankles, for she wore no stockings, were

Avet with blood. In an instant she flew to the little red

lamp, for which John Garnet had been making when he fell,

tapped hard at the latticed window whence it shone
;
and

after a hurried whisper with some one inside, returned in

equal haste, accompanied by an old man wearing a skull-cap
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and black velvet gown. Together they lifted their burden

in a deliberate business-like manner, as though they traded

habitually in such goods, and carried it into their dwelling,

carefully securing the shutters of the lattice, and closing the

door.

When John Garnet recovered his senses he thought he

must be dreaming, so like a trick of Fancy was the scene to

which he awoke. Above him hung heavy bed-curtains of a

rich brocade, under his head was a laced pillow, and he lay on

a scarlet coverlet bound with a border of blue. His eyes,

travelling lazily round the room, rested on a silver lamp, fed

by some aromatic oil
;
and when he closed them again,

wearied by the exertion, gentle hands pressed a cordial to

his lips, and a consoling voice whispered in his ear :

"
Courage, my young friend. Do not attempt to raise

your head. Another sip, Waif. Good. In five minutes he

will come-to."

In five minutes he did come to, and found strength to ask

what had happened and where he was ?

" The first question you must answer for yourself," said

the grave old man who sat by his bedside, with a finger on

his pulse.
" To the second I reply, make your mind easy, you

are in the house and under the care of the celebrated Doctor

Katerfelto, who has won more games of skill against death

than any practitioner now alive. Waif, bring me the roll of

lint that stands on the top shelf in the surgery. Look in

the middle drawer for some red salve, and put that flask out

of my patient's reach."

The girl had left the room, and was back again quicker

than John Garnet's languid senses could follow her move-

ments. When she returned with these simple remedies, he

did not fail to mark the softness of her dark eyes, the sub-

dued grace of her bearing, the sweet and loving pity that

seemed to pervade her whole being while she hovered about
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his couch, and administered skilfully to the wants of a

wounded man. Nor was this tenderness, this sympathy, this

almost maternal solicitude, in accordance with her general

habits, in keeping with her type of form and feature. She

looked more like a j)anther of the wilderness than the nurse

in a sick room. The lithe and supple frame, the light and

noiseless gait, the quick stealthy turn of ear and eye and

limb, ready on the instant for attack, defence, or flight, all

this partook of the fierce, feline nature, and all this she

inherited from that mysterious race to which she belonged,

whose origin history has failed to discover, whose destiny

conjecture is at a loss to guess. From her gipsy ancestors

she derived her tameless glances, her nimble strength, her

shapely limbs with their delicate extremities, her swarthy

savage beauty and light untiring step. From them, too,

came the wild blood that boiled under restraint or contra-

diction, the unbridled passions that knew no curb of custom

nor of conscience, the cunning that could conceal them till

occasion offered, the recklessness that would then indulge

them freely without pity or remorse.

John Garnet had never yet seen anything so beautiful as

this tawny girl bending over his couch, with gold coins

studding her jetty hair, with collar and bracelets of gold

round her neck and wrists, with a shawled robe of scarlet

and orange reaching to her naked ankles, and broad buckles

of gold in her red-heeled shoes.

He thought of Cleoi^atra, young whole-hearted, and un-

tainted by the kiss of an emperor ;
'of the Queen of Sheba,

before she fathomed the wisdom of Solomon. Then he thought
the dark eyes looked at him more than kindly, and fell to

wondering how she came here, and what relation she bore to

this old man in the velvet gown who sat by his pillow with a

grave attentive face. But the cordial was doini; its work

Ere his wounds had been dressed, the salve spread, and the
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lint bandages deftly swatlied round his body, John Garnet's

senses lost themselves once more in oblivion ;
the last words

he heard were in the doctor's voice. Listening for the girl's

answer he fell sound asleep.
" There is no fear now," said Katerfelto reflectively.

" Shall

I say there is no hope ? He would have made a beautiful

subject, and I wanted just such an one, to bring my new

discovery to perfection. Look at his chest. Waif. Did you

ever see a finer specimen ? Some men in my place would

be incapable of this self-denial."

Waif, as he called her, turned pale under her tawny skin,

but there was a fierce glitter in her eyes while she answered,

"
I thought he was dead you may be sure, that was why I

brought you out to him. He'll get well now. So much the

better ! Patron ! you dare not do it."

The old man smiled, stroking his velvet gown Avith a white

well-cared-for hand.

" Dare not, or will not, or shall not," he replied.
"
It little

matters which. No. It is an interesting case as it stands,

and to cure him will be almost as instructive as to cut

him up. Science, Waif, exacts from us great sacrifices,

but she has also her rewards. The man will live, I think.

Live probably to be ungrateful. Meanwhile, let us see who

and what he is."

Thus speaking, and with a marvellous dexterity the result

of long practice, he turned every one of the sleeper's pockets

inside out, felt in his cravat, his bosom, his waistband, leaving

no part of his dress unsearched, yet without in the slightest

degree disturbing his repose. The girl, holding the lamp to

assist, looked down on the prostrate figure, with a new

sensation growing up in her heart, a vague wild longing that

seemed to covet no less than to pity and admire.

"The outcome is unequal to the pains bestowed," said

Katerfelto, holding up a light purse, a tavern bill, and a value-
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less snuff-box, as the fruit of his exertions.
" Yet the man

is well-born, Waif, and well-to-do, or I am mistaken. In due

time we shall know more about him
;
there is no hurry. He

cannot leave that bed for a week, nor this house, I should

say, for a month. It's a beautiful case. Beautiful ! the

other gentleman's sword must have gone through to the very

hilt !

"

" Patron ! will he die ?
"
asked Waif with a tremble of the

lip she tried hard to conceal.

"Most assuredly!" was the answer. "So will you, and so

shall I. But not of such a scratch as this, while under my
care ! No ! No ! We will set him on his legs. Waif, in

less than a fortnight. Then he will pay his doctor's bill,

walk off with a huge appetite, and we shall see him no

more."

Her face, over which every shade of hope and fear had

passed while she listened, looked very grave and earnest

now.

"Am I to nurse him, Patron?" said she
;
"we can keep

him safe and quiet in here, and I can see after his wants

while you attend to the people that come to consult you,

patients and
"

"Fools—"added the old man. "Fools, who are yet so

wise in their folly as to purchase ease of mind at a price they

would grudge for health of body. It's a worse trade, Waif,

to set a broken leg than to heal a broken heart. We want

skill, learning, splints, bandages, and anatomy for the one,

but a little cunning and a bold guess will answer all purposes

for the other. There are many men and more women who

would laugh in my face if I told them their head was a work-

shop and their heart a pump ; yet they can believe the

whole of their future life is contained in a pack of cards*

You and I, Waif, have thriven well in a world of fools—and

the fools thrive too—why, I know not. The wisest people
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on earth are your people, but they have never prospered. Is

it best to be true, shnple, honest ? I cannot answer—I have

never, tried."

" I will do everything you tell me," persisted Waif, taking

for granted the permission she was so eager to obtain.
" I

can creep about the chamber like a mouse
;
I never want to

sleep, nor eat, nor drink, nor go out into the filthy muddy

streets. I know every phial in the surgery as well as your-

self. Hand him over to me. Patron, and I mil promise to

bring him through."

He eyed her narrowly, and she seemed conscious of his

scrutiny, for she turned her head away and busied herself in

adjustment of the bed-clothes. Then he laughed a little

mocking laugh, and proceeded to give directions for the

treatment of their patient.
" You must watch him," he insisted, and though she mut-

tered, "you needn't tell me that !" finished his say without

noticing the interruption.
" You must watch him narrowly ;

if he wakes, give him one more spoonful of the cordial
;

if he

is restless after that, come to me. If he wanders in his sleep

mark every word he utters, and remember it. Such drivel-

lings are not of the slightest importance, but interesting, very

interesting, in a medical point of view. Good-night, Waif.

Do exactly as I bid you, and if all goes well, do not wake me

till sunrise."

Then he trimmed the lamj), listened at the lattice, and

retired, leaving the girl alone with her patient.

How quiet she sat ! moving not so much as a finger, with

her large dark eyes fixed on the floor, and her thoughts like

restless sea-birds flying here, there, everywhere ;
now skim-

ming the Past, now soaring into the Future, finally gathering

out of all quarters to settle themselves on the Present. From

the moment when Katerfelto, or the Patron, as she called

him, left the room, she seemed to have entered on a new life,
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to have risen in her own esteem, to have accepted responsi-

bilities of which she was proud, to have become a gentler,

fairer, softer being, more susceptible to pleasure and to pain.

She only knew there was a great change ;
she did not know

that she was passing into Fairy Land by the gate through
which there is no return.

Behind her lay rugged mountain and dreary moor, paths
that soil and blister weary feet, barren uplands yielding

scanty harvest in return for daily toil, a scorching sun, a

drenching rain, mocking winds that whirl, and buffet, and

moan. Before her opened the dazzling vistas of a magic

region : gleaming rivers, golden skies, velvet lawns fretted

with gems, bending flowers laden with perfume ; glade and

thicket, field and forest bathed in glows of unearthly beautyj
rich in tints of unearthly splendour, teeming with fruits of

unearthly hues. Would she not enter in and rest ? Would
she not reach forth her hand to gather, and smell, and taste ?

Had she not wild longings, vague curiosity, unreasonable

daring ? Was she not a woman to the core ? How could she

tell that the Fairy Land was a glamour, the lustre a delusion,

the beauty a snare ? that serpents were coiling in the grass,

that poison lurked in the flowers, that the fruits turned to

dust and ashes on the lip ? How could she foresee the time

when she would yearn and strive and pray to get back to the

outer world ? In vain ! Those who have once passed its

gate and tasted the fruits in that fairy garden have to do

with middle earth no more. Their phantoms may indeed

remain among us, but themselves are far away in the en-

chanted country, pacing their weary round without a respite,

fulfilling their endless penance in the listless apathy of

despair.

Once the sleejjing man turned with a low, deep sigh of

comfort, as in relief from pain. Waifs dark eyes gleamed on

him with glances of unspeakable tenderness and admiration.
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How noble he looked lying there in his wounds, like a dead

prince. How graceful was the recumbent form
;
how luxu-

riant the dark brown hair escaped from its black riband to

wander over the pillow ;
how white and shapely the strong

hand opened loosely on the coverlet. This, then, was what

they called a gentleman. She had seen gentlemen in the

streets, or when they came to consult the Patron, but never

under such favourable conditions for examination as now.

What was site in comparison ? She, the drudge of a char-

latan, half-quack, half-conjuror ? How could there be any-

thing in common between them ? She stirred uneasily in

her chair, rose, crept to the bedside, and laid her slim, dusky
hand by the side of his.

Waif's hands, in spite of hard work and hard weather, were

beautiful with the beauty of her race
; long, lithe, and deli-

cate
;
the slender fingers and filbert-shaped nails concealed a

vigour of grasp and tenacity denied to the broad coarse fist of

many a powerful man. She smiled as she compared them

with those of the sleeping patient ;
and her smile gi-ew

brighter while she reflected that she was herself the superior

in those advantaofes of birth she so esteemed in him. Yes,

the oldest blood in England seemed a mere puddle compared
with hers. Where Avas the English gentleman who could

trace his pedigree back for a hundred generations without

break or blemish, to ancestors who had served the Pharaohs

and set taskwork for the Jews, who even in that remote time

boasted themselves lineal descendants of an illustrious line

that was only lost with every other record of history in the

dim obscurity of the Past,

All this Waif had learned beneath the stars, on Bagshot

Heath or Barnes Common, sitting over the camp-fires in the

steam of the camp-kettles, filled with sjDoils from neighbour-

ing hen-roosts, stolen by the high-born patriarchs and princes

of her tribe.
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But she was a good nurse, notwithstanding her royal

descent and barbarian bringing-up. Twenty times during

the night she smoothed her patient's pillows and straightened

his bed-clothes, watching with experienced eye and ear for

symptoms of weakness or relapse. Never once did she relax

her vigilance, nor so much as relieve her slender, supple form

by leaning back in her chair. Unlike most watchers, for her

the minutes seemed to fly on golden wings, and when the

grey light of dawn began to steal through the shutter, dulling

the lamp still burning in that sick chamber, she could have

reproached the summer morning for coming so soon.

Yet it had been a long night to Waif in fact, if not in

appearance. Those watchful hours had brought for her the

great change that comes once in a lifetime. An ancient

philosopher compared our terrestrial career to the letter Y.

He has been quoted till we are tired of him, but none the

less must we acknowledge the force of his illustration. As

we travel along the road we must needs arrive, some in the

morning, some in the middle of the day, some (and these

last are much to be pitied) not till the afternoon, at a j^oint

where two paths branch out in different directions. There is

a guide-post indeed, but it stands so high above our heads

that we seldom look at it, choosing rather to trust our

passions and inclinations for directions on the way. So we

turn to right or left as nature, habit, or convenience prompts

us, and on the turn thus taken depends our future journey,

and the hope of ever reaching home.

It was broad day when John Garnet woke and tried to sit

up in bed.
" Where am I ?

"
was his first exclamation, rubbing

his eyes with the hand his bandages left free. "And why
am I trussed up like a fowl that's been skewered ? Ah ! I

remember now. I have been skewered, and you've been

nursing me, my pretty maid. I fear I have given you avast deal

of trouble and shall give you more before I can stand up."
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She bent over him like a mother over her child. It was

such happiness to protect and soothe him, to feel that he

misfht even owe his life to her.

" Do not try to move yet," said she
;

"
you are safe and in

good hands. The longer you stay with us the better we

shall be pleased,"
" Will you nurse me ?

" he asked gaily, unconscious of the

tremble that ran through her frame, while she bowed her

head in answer.

" Then I don't care how long it is !

"
he laughed.

" With

such a pretty nurse I should like never to get well !

"

The blood flew to her face, reddening brow and temples,

with a blush of pride and exquisite pleasure, rather than of

resentment or shame.



CHAPTER IV.

THE OLD STORY.

Katerfelto's business seemed to bring him in contact

with persons of every class and character. Men and women
were coming to the surgery at all hours of the day and

night ;
the former generally armed, the latter sometimes

masked, all muffled in cloaks or riding-hoods, as if their pur-

pose necessitated secrecy and disguise. It did not escape

John Garnet's observation, lying idle on his sick bed, that

the conversations he overheard were carried on in a subdued

voice, and that everything connected with the doctor's house

in Deadman's Alley seemed tainted with a breath of mystery,

suspicion, and intrigue.

To this effect he nnburthened his mind while watchinsf

Waifs stealthy movements as she arranged the room some

few mornings after his arrival, and insisted by word and

gesture on the necessity of his lying perfectly still if he

wanted to get well.

"
Waif," said he, in that pleasant, careless voice, which had

already taught the girl's eye to brighten and her heart to

leap, "is the Patron a wizard, a Jacobite agent, a second

Guy Fawkes, or only a great prince in disguise ? Why is

everything in this house, even to laying the plates for dinner,

done with secrecy and caution ? Why docs nobody speak

but in whispers, and why is each succeeding visitor kept
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waiting in the passage till his predecessor has been dismissed

"Why do the ladies come here on foot, my pretty lass, and

what does it all mean ?
"

" Don't call me that !

"
she exclaimed impatiently.

" I'm

oiot a pretty lass ! It's the way you would speak to a milk-

maid. Call me Waif."

"Waif," he repeated. "There's another mystery. Who
ever heard of a girl like you being called Waif? Who gave

you that name ? Not that you ever had godfathers or god-

mothers, I suppose. But where did you get it and how ?
"

"The Patron has called me Waif ever since I was a

little child," said she simply.
"
I was known as Thyra with

our own people, but of course, when he bought me, he was

bound to change my name."
"
Bought you !

"
John Garnet gasped for breath and gave

such a bounce among the bed-clothes as to loosen his

bandages. Her clever fingers readjusted them without

delay.
"
Bought me," she repeated,

" and took me away with him

the same day. I cried to leave Fin and old Broomstick, but

to be sure I was very little and it was very cold."

" Oh ! you cried to leave Fin and old Broomstick," said he

in undisguised astonishment.
"
May I ask who they were ?

"

" Fin was one of our own lads," she answered
;

"
they said

I was to be his wife when we grew up. I don't think I

minded leaving Fin so much, but Broomstick had carried me

ever since I was born, and my heart was sore to wish the

poor old donkey good-bye."

"But how could all this be done against your will ?" con-

tinued John Garnet.

"I had no will one way nor the other," she answered.

" Of course when I was paid for he might do as he chose.

I felt the change at first, but I liked it well enough after a

time. I am very glad of it now."
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This last with her face turned, away, and in a whisper that

escaped his notice.

"Was he good to you?" asked the other, feeling his

free British instincts sadly outraged by the girl's dis-

closures. "If he wasn't, he oufi^ht to have his neck wrung !

"

"
Oh, yes !

"
she replied, eagerly, but with a shrinking look

in her bright black eyes.
"
I have nothing to complain of

from the Patron. Nothing ! I hated my shoes at first, and

eating with a knife and fork; but the Patron gave me
beautiful clothes, and ornaments of gold, real gold. I soon

learned to like being well-dressed, and after a time I didn't

so much mind sleeping under a roof But oh! how I missed

the lights in the sky ! I used to wake up in the night

crying, because I thought they had gone out for ever, and

I should see them shining no more."
" But what on earth did he want you for ?

"
was the natural

inquiry.
" What did he do with you after he bought and

carried you away ?
"

" We didn't always live here," she answered. " We do not

always live here now. At first, the Patron took me about

all over the country. I daresay I know a good many more

places than you do. We went to every fair and merry-

making, down in the West, as far as the Land's End. It

must be a very dark night for me to lose my way on Dart-

moor, or anywhere in the Valley of the Exe, or among the

coombes between Badgeworthy water and Taunton town.

That was the first place I danced at to please the people in

the fair. The Patron gave me this gold collar next morning,

and I've worn it ever since. Would you like me to dance for

you now, or sing ? Or shall I tell you your fortune ? I'll do

anything to please you. Only say what it shall be."

The shy and pleading glance that accompanied this

accommodating avowal would have melted a harder heart

than John Garnet's.
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"Tell me of yourself," was his answer; "that pleases me

more than anything else you can talk about."

Her bright smile revealed a dazzling row of teeth. "There

is not much to tell," said she.
" We made money, and we

spent money. Sometimes we went to the races, and the

Patron used to come in to supper with liis pockets full of

gold. Sometimes the people laughed at us, and then we

never stayed till nightfall. Once—it was at Devizes—they

hooted us out of the town
;
a man threw a stone at me which

struck me in the shoulder. It bled a good deal. Look,

there's the mark !

"

She pulled her dress down and revealed a cicatrice on

a shape that would have made a model for a sculptor,

"I flew at him!" she continued, with a fierce glitter in her

eyes,
" and drew my knife. I would have stabbed him, but

the Patron pulled me away. I should like to see that

man again. I should know his face among ten thousand,

and I would kill him wherever we met. Then we came here

and the Patron left off travelling so much. He says he

began at the wrong end, and went to seek the fools, instead

of lettiuGT the fools come and seek him. I used to think I

liked moving about better than always sticking in the same

place, but I don't think so now."
" And the fools that come so readily to seek the Patron,"

asked John Garnet—" what sort of fools are these ?
"

" The wisest sort," answered the girl.
"
Many a time I

have heard him say that those who come for information,

begin by telling him all they want to know. The Patron

never seems to listen, but his ears are very sharp. Besides,

he can always find out things in a hundred ways, watch-

ing the fire and the stars, or reading the cards. The last

is the easiest, only they sometimes come up wrong, but the

stars never deceive."

She spoke with implicit faith. For this girl, there was
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an inscrutable power that ruled supreme over all earthly

fortunes, and dominated all mortal efforts. She called it

Fate, and believed that its decrees were revealed in the

cracklings of a wood fire, the combinations on a table of

numerals, the presence of the knave of spades in a hand of

diamonds, no less than in those tablets of fire that her

ancestors had studied, when the Pyramids were as yet un-

finished, when the Chaldtean was still learning the alphabet

of that wondrous language he discovered in the stars of

heaven,
" Then the Patron is a fortune-teller," continued John

Garnet, looking with undisguised admiration in his com-

panion's face.
"
I thought he was a doctor—I am sure

he has doctored me to some purpose. I feel as if I should

be out of bed to-morrow, and in the saddle next day. Per-

haps it's your nursing, pretty Waif; but I seem to get

stronger every hour."

It was a tell-tale face, and changed colour often under

the clear, swarthy skin. John Garnet, however (and perhaps

this was why women liked him well), detected but slowly

the interest he created in the opposite sex
;
and Waif might

have blushed till she was scarlet before he found out the

truth, had she not pressed both hands to her bosom with a

gesture of pain, and exclaimed, in a choking voice :

" Then you will go away, and I shall never see you

again

He glanced sharply in her face. The black eyes were

fixed and tearless, but there was a world of patient, hopeless

sorrow in their gaze ;
and through John Garnet's heart ran a

thrill of something sweeter and keener than pity
—

something
not far removed from love.

"
Waif," said he, in the kind, mellow tones she knew so

well,
"
Waif, my pretty maid, shall you be sony when I have

to go away?"
i> 2
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She looked straight in his eyes while he could have

counted ten. Then over her dark, delicate face came, as it

were, a ripple, that told how deeply she was moved. One

instant her slender figure waved like a willow in the wind,

the next she had fallen forward on her knees, clasping his

hand to her lips and forehead, while she wept convulsively ;

but, before he had recovered his astonishment sufficiently to

soothe her with word or caress, she leaped to her feet, and

glided like a phantom from the room.
" Here's a coil !

"
said John Garnet to himself, making an

abortive effort to rise, that sufficiently convinced him he had

over-rated his strength.
" Why the devil couldn't I let her go on, and keep my

own foolish tongue between my teeth ? It's always the way
wdth me. I speak, and then I'm sorry for it. Am I sorry

for it now ? I doubt if I am. She's the prettiest lass, for

all her tawny skin, I've seen since I came out of the North
;

and there's no harm done after all. I wonder how long I

shall be kept lying here ? A week more, at least. Say a

week. The time will pass all the quicker with this gipsy

beauty to talk to
;
and if she do care for me a little more

than is good for her, why I suppose she can't help it. No

more can I. What eyes she has, and what hair ! I could

find it in my heart to wish she was not quite so handsome
;

but that's not my fault. Thyra's a pretty name, though

outlandish—much better than Waif. I shall call her Thyra
when she comes back. It won't be long first, I'll wager a

guinea!"
But he would have lost his guinea. Noon passed, and

afternoon, and day drew to an end, but brought no Waif

with its lengthening shadows. When liis usual supper-time

arrived, he began to grow fretful and impatient, as much

perhaps from cravings of the stomach as the heart. A
step in the passage, the bump of a tray against his door,
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restored him to good humour
;
but it was with a feeling of

disappointment, keen enough to dull the vigorous appetite

of convalescence, that he saw the skull-cap and velvet gown
of his host, instead of Waif with her scarlet draperies and

jetty gold-studded hair. When a girl has told a man she

likes him, he always wants to hear the avowal again.

"My young friend," said Katerfelto, in the low grave

voice to which he owed so much of his influence,
"
I have

brought you to eat and drink : food plain and nourishing,

drink that shall restore, and not inflame. The tongue is

clean, the eye clear, the pulse full, if a little irregular. My
coming into the room suddenly flurried you, no doubt. If

you go on well through the night, to-morrow I shall pro-

nounce you convalescent. I never speak without being sure.

When Constantine Katerfelto uses the word '

convalescent,'

a patient may order his boots to be blacked and his spurs

cleaned."
" You've brought me through right well, Doctor," replied

John Garnet, glancing at the door, "you and Waif together.

You must give the nurse some of the credit ! She's been

very careful and attentive. I think she has hardly left me
for an hour at a time, till—till to-day."

How differently thirty and sixty look upon the absence of

eifrhteen !

" Waif's a good girl," answered the Doctor, coolly ;

" and

for a mere child, shows a fair amount of intelligence. I

am glad you are satisfied with her."

"She—she's not ill to-day, I hope," hazarded the patient,

eating, however, heartily enough, notwithstanding the anxiety

to be inferred from his inquiry.

"Ah!" was the answer; "you know ver}'- little of Waif,

or you would scarcely ask such a question. None of her

race are ever ill, any more than the beasts of jorey. They

die, indeed, but it is like the wolf and the jackal, in some
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forest-den. Skill, science, experience, are of no avail. It's

in the blood—nothing can cure them when they have once

lain down. I've tried it a score of times, and failed."

"
Is she a thorough-bred gipsy ?" he asked, for it was

pleasant to talk of her, even to this unsympathising old

man.
" As the Queen of Sheba," assented the other.

" Some

day, perhaps, when we are better acquainted, I may tell you

more of her history ;
but I give not my friendship lightly,"

he added, with a scrutinising glance from his shining grey

eyes ;

"
it is offered only to those who owe me, or to whom I

owe, a heavy debt of gratitude."
"
I am sure I ought to be grateful to you," said John

Garnet, "and so I am; but I can do nothing to prove it till

you get me off this bed, and out of this room. Then, Doctor,

speak up boldly. Say what you want, and I am your

man !

"

The other laughed a noiseless laugh, peculiar to himself.

" You owe me but little as yet," said he
;

"
perhaps you may

live to be deeper in my debt than for the healing of a

scratch. Not that I mean to say the scratch was a trifling

one. I tell you honestly, many a surgeon would have given

your case up as hopeless ;
and you ought to be thankful, if

you yoving men ever are thankful, that you fell into my
hands. No

;
for a bold, enterprising fellow, in the prime of

life, and strength, whose fingers, as I guess, close round his

hilt pretty readily, I might do something better than stop a

hole in the side. There are paths to fortune, plenty of them,

for men who look upward and onward, steej) it may be, and

leading through miry places, not seldom slippery with blood.

To a bold spirit this is half the charm ! You are lying here,

unable to leave your bed to-day ;
but do you not long for the

time when you shall be riding wild horses, pledging lawless

healths, drinking, dicing, and brawling once more ? When
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the frost is bitter, and the earth white with snow, and the

robin hops to your window for crumbs, do you not look

forward to the opening spring, the soft south wind, the

coming of the blackbird at last ?
"

A look of intelligence passed between them, and the sick

man's eye brightened. It was the pass-word of a losing,

nay, of a ruined cause. The handful of Jacobites remain-

ing in England had not yet relinquished all hope of his

return, who had proved indeed a bird of ill-omen, blacker than

night, to those whose loyalty waged life and lands on his

behalf
"
Nay, Doctor," said the other, with a flush of pride on his

face, "the blackbird's whistle has cost us simply all we had,

but not one of us ever complained ;
we bought defeat too

dear."

"
I know you, John Garnet," answered Katerfelto.

" You
come of a trusty race."

" Know me !

"

repeated the other,
" How did you find me

out ? I would have told you without hesitation, but you
never asked my name—no more did Waif."

"
I know a great many things," replied the charlatan.

" In

many ways you could not understand, unless you had studied,

as I have, the hidden mysteries of Heaven and Earth, and

of places under the Earth. I know that the Garnets lost

titles and lands for the—for the Black-bird—we will say.

I know that the last of them would leap from that bed,

bandages and all, to burn powder and draw steel if the

yellow beak did but so much as whistle from its garden in

the South."
" You learned all that in the ' Annual Register

'

or

the 'North Britain,'" said John Garnet, proudly, "but

how did you guess I belonged to the family who have

been so loyal, so constant, and proved themselves such—
fools ?

"
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Katerfelto smiled.
"
Fools," he replied, are my special

study. As the worm feeds the blackbird, so the fool feeds the

philosopher. You are no fool notwithstanding, and yet I

know all about you. There was a supper-pai'ty t'other

night
—a jest

—an altercation—a duel—without witnesses—
without witnesses, mark you. When a man is killed under

those circumstances, the law sometimes brings it in—
murder !

"

John Garnet turned pale. The truth of his host's surmises

affected him no less than the consideration of the danger he

had incurred. It did not strike him that Katerfelto's guesses,

however shrewd, were the mere offspring of analogy and

observation. A wounded man at midnight inferred an after-

supper brawl, while the fact of his staggering into Deadman's

Alley faint from loss of blood, alone and unassisted, argued
the absence of seconds, one of whom would doubtless have

conveyed his principal to a place of safety, while the identity

of that principal must long since have become the talk of

this town.
" You know everything," he murmured. "

Everything
—

I wish you could tell me whether the poor fellow I ran

through the brisket is alive."

For reasons of his own the charlatan was anxious to impress

his patient with a conviction of his powerful character and

superior intelligence.
" Not so," said he, with an air of extreme frankness.

"
I

have no knowledge, for I have taken no trouble to learn. If

I can spare the time to-night, when the moon goes down, I

will set those to work who shall bring me all the information

I require in less than forty-eight hours."

John Garnet, though scarcely a model Christian, was a good

Catholic. He crossed himself and faltered a feeble protest

against the employment of evil spirits or unorthodox powers of

the air.
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"
I had rather not get well at all," said he,

" than be cured

by magic or witchcraft ! I would leave the house this minute

if I believed you were more than a doctor ! I'll wager a fair

stake and risk my life any day, but I won't sit down to play

for my soul !

"
•

" Your soul !

"
echoed Katerfelto, with his characteristic

laugh.
"
My youug friend, what should I do with your soul

if I won it ? My concern is with men's bodies, their energies,

their courage, and their intellect. I shall set you on your legs

in a week, and you can carry your soul about with you, if you
have one, wherever you like. In the meantime keep quiet,

take your medicine, drugs of the veriest earth—earthy ;
eat

your food and drink your posset, prepared by no fairy hands,

but those of a woman, real flesh and blood, with a human

temper, worse, I daresay, than that of many average fiends,

and so get well. In a few days I will talk to you again on

matters of business to our mutual advantage. Meantime I

relegate you once more to the care of Waif."

His spirits rose at once, and he bade the charlatan good-

night with an excess of cordiality not lost on that shrewd

observer, who was as good as his word, for his voice could be

heard in the passage bidding Waif hasten her house-work

and watch by the patient till he slept, a mandate the gipsy-

girl obeyed to the letter, returning without delay to her

former post, but taking up a station in the obscurity where

John Garnet could not see her face. Neither did she vouch-

safe a syllable of greeting or explanation, so that the patient

felt uncomfortably hurt and peri^lexed.

"Have I offended you ?" he asked at length, in an humble

tone, contrasting piteously with the coldness of that in which

she replied.
" Who am I, to be offended ? My only business is to obey.

The Patron bids me watch here till you sleep."

So he shut his eyes, yet not too tight, and scanned her
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the while covertly beneath their lids, thus detecting on her

face, when she turned it towards him, a look of tender

wistful longing, that told only too plainly the secret of her

love.

Then he drew a deep breath of relief and contentment,

satisfied he would rise a winner from the unequal game and

so fell sound asleep



CHAPTER V.

A CHARLATAN.

In the surgery Katerfelto began to prepare for the recep-

tion of his visitors. Standing at a bright little mirror, he

was soon immersed in the task. A spot of carmine on the

cheek-bones, a line or two of paint round the mouth, about

the eyes, and across the forehead added a score of years to

his appearance and made him look a man of eighty. A
flowing white beard, in which his own grey tresses mingled

freely, and a black cloak bordered with crimson, drawn over

the velvet gown, completed his equipment. Surveying the

whole in his glass, he drew himself up, with something of the

confidence a knight must have felt when armed from head to

heel. "Come one, come all," he seemed to say, "I am a

match for the best of you, and profitable as is the victory,

I am not sure but the real pleasure consists in the strife !
—"

The plot thickened with nightftill. He was hardly ready
before a cautious tap made itself heard at the street door.

Waif, watching her patient's slumbers, flew to admit the

visitor, and was at her post again ere he had time to pay a

single compliment on her good looks.

In his own opinion, this gentleman was a consummate

judge of such matters. On the points of a horse, or a woman,
he held no man so well qualified to give an opinion, and

indeed had spent the greater part of his fortune in researches
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after speed and beauty. His accomplishments were those of

his time and class. A better and bolder card-player than

Lord Bellinger never held a trump. He cracked his bottle

like an honest fellow without flinching, pla3^ed tennis, danced

a minuet to admiration, bowed and took snuff with inimit-

able grace, fenced beautifully, swore fearfully, and corrupted

his mother tongue into a jargon only intelligible at Eanelagh

or the Cocoa Tree.

When the cloak was thrown open in which this paragon
was enveloped, Katerfelto did not fail to recognise in that

worn, handsome face and attenuated form the most frequent

and jDroductive of his customers.

"Your lordship is v;elcome," said the Charlatan, with

gracious dignity.
" How liable is our poor glimmering of

human science to error
;
the mistake of a decimal caused me

to expect you nearly an hour ago."
" What ? You knew it !

"
replied the other, not without an

oath. "Why, Katerfelto, you know everything ! Yes, here I

am. It's not very difficult to guess why. Have you found

out anything more ? Who is she ? And what is she ? How
much longer am I to go on toasting her without so much as

knowing her name, haunted by those clear, cold eyes, that

proud, delicate face, that queenly shape and air ? Tell me
all about her, now at once ! Here ! I've brought you the

stuff" in a bag. Look at it, man. Does it make your eyes

shine and your mouth water ? It cost me six hours' work to

get that little purse together last night at the Cocoa Tree.

Never ^vere such cards ! Never ^vas such luck !"

"Fortune is a woman," ansv/ered the other. "Like all

women, coy to be wooed, but gi-ateful to be won."

" She hath played me more slippery tricks than I choose

to count," laughed his lordship,
"
It may be that I solicit

her too often, and trust her too fondly. Last night she did

me a rare jade's turn ! Look ye here, man ;
I had won a cool
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four thousand at picquet, and St. Leger wanted to leave off.

I was always too strong for liim at picquet. Well, sir, four

thousand was no use to me, but eight would have taken my

lady's diamonds out of pawn, and I offered him one more

chance, double or quits."

"I know you did," observed Katerfelto with the utmost

effrontery, "and left off quits; I wish I had been at your

lordship's elbow."

" I wish you had !

"
replied the other

;

"
for I believe

you are the devil himself, or in close league with him.

However, I did not come here to prate about my luck, and I

have little time to waste
; my lady thinks I am at Ranelagh.

She's to meet me there later. Now business is business, my
good friend

;
what have you done for me ?"

"Little and yet enough," answered the other. "You will

meet somebody at Ranelagh to-night ; you are to be wary

and cautious. Do not seem to recognise her till you find her

unattended. You may then speak three words, no more.

It is her express stipulation. They will be answered in due

time. She goes to Ranelagh early and remains only an

hour."

"Then I had better be off!" exclaimed his lordship,

pressing a purse into Katerfelto's hand. " Wliat ? are you so

ceremonious ? Must you needs come to the door yourself?

Where's the pretty gipsy lass ? I saw her not ten minutes

ago. I say, Katerfelto, if ever you sell her back into bondage,

let me have the refusal. By Jupiter ! if I was to put that

girl into velvet and brocade I could take the town by storm."

"Your lordship does her too much honour," answered

Katerfelto, bowing profoundly while he opened the door,

but there was a malicious twinkle in his eye, and a curl of

scorn about the corners of his mouth, to belie the outward

show of deference with which he dismissed his visitor.

The latter had been gone but a few minutes ere a sedan-
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chair was set down at the end of Deadman's Alley, and a

lady closely veiled, carrying a riding mask, not over her face,

but in her hand, alighted with some trepidation, peering up

and down the passage, as if fearful of being observed, while

she made for the red lamp in Katerfelto's window. This

visitor was also admitted after a little cautious tap, but,

unlike her predecessor, looked with scorn rather than admira-

tion on Waif's dark locks and flashing glances,
"
Tell the

Doctor, child," said she,
"
that I am not to be disturbed while

I consult him, and beware of eaves-dropping. I do not

choose to share my secrets with a waiting-maid, for all her

saucy looks and sallow skin !

"

Waif scarcely heard and certainly did not heed, for her

heart was in the sick-chamber with John Garnet, whither her

agile body lost no time in following it.

" Your ladyship is early," said Katerfelto, with an obeisance

courtly, but not subservient.
"
Ranelagh need wait the less

impatiently for its fairest ornament."

"
La, Doctor !

"
was the answer,

" who could have told you

I was going to Ranelagh ? I i^rotest you know everything.

My lord thinks I am there now."

"
My lord will be there as surely as my lady," answered

the other.
" But it was not to learn his lordship's move-

ments that your ladyship came here !"

"Fie, Doctor !

"
she replied ;

" what woman of fashion cares

to know the doings of a husband ? I have a crow to pluck

with you. Do you remember what you promised me the

last time I was here ?
"

"
Triumphs by the hundred," said he

;

"
compliments by

the thousand
; conquests and flatteries innumerable. Better

than these, a run of luck with the cards that should last

a week."

"And I wore it out in a night," she complained. "Whist,

ombre, picquet, and three-card loo, I have never risen a
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winner but once since I came here last. You dare not

deceive me, Doctor
; nay, you would not deceive a woman,

I am sure. Can you
—couldn't you put me in the way of

winning a game or two ? I protest I shall have to pawn my
diamonds else.'

jSTo one knew better than the doctor that this expedient

had been resorted to long ago, and her ladyship was at

present wearing paste ;
but he did not say so.

" Are you willing to learn ?
"

he asked, with his quiet

sarcastic smile.
" An hour's practice every day for ten days

would make your ladyship independent of chance and all its

fluctuations. Chance, forsooth ! there's no such thing. Do

you think I trust to chance when I direct your actions and

forecaste your future? Fate is the ruling power of the

universe
;
but science and skill, the quick brain and the

ready hand—these may control Fate."

On a weak mind so high-sounding a sentence, meaning-

nothing, took no small effect. She blushed, she simpered,

she bit her lips, she hesitated.

"
I should like it jDrodigiously," she said, with a nervous

laugh,
"

if—if it wasn't dishonest, you know
;
and—and if it

couldn't be found out !

"

He took a pack of cards from a drawer.
" Observe my

fingers," he began, but she interrupted him with a faint

scream.
" Not now !

"
she exclaimed

;

" some other time, Doctor.

I'm so frightened ! I'm sure I heard somebody at the door.

It is cheating, you know. Besides, I must be at Ranelagh
in an hour, and I have to dress, all but my head, that was

done this morning. I wish I hadn't come. La! I know I

could never find courage. Let me out, please. This is

between ourselves, of course. Shall I find you to-morrow

night at the same time ?
"

Assuring her that he never left his post, Katerfelto ushered
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her ladyship with much ceremony to the door, which was

opened by Waif, on whom the departing visitor found

nothing better to bestow than a look of supreme indifference

and scorn.

Not so the next comer. Hardly had the chairmen, who

winked at each other as they took up their precious burden,

moved a dozen paces, when a heavy step was heard in Dead-

man's Alley, and a burly figure, that seemed to ignore all

considerations of secrecy and disguise, stopped at Katerfelto's

door to thump till it shook again.

Undoing the fastening, hastily as she might. Waif found

herself confronted by a stout middle-aged person, in a rusty

black riding suit, who looked as if lie had been taking hasty

refreshment, washed down by strong potations, as indeed

was the case.

Parson Gale—for it was none other—had ridden post from

Exmoor to London on receiving the news of his brother's

death in a midnight brawl. Arrived in the metropolis, he

lost no time in communicating with the officers of justice ;

and from the particulars thus furnished, satisfied himself

that the affray took place without witnesses, and that the

survivor had escaped. The Parson swore a great oath that

he would avenge the crime, and if the perpetrator was above

ground, hunt him down to death. His difficulty was to find

out where John Garnet lay concealed. Every day, and all

day long, he pursued his inquiries, without success. Tired

and hungry, while sitting at his tavern supper he chanced

to hear Katerfelto spoken of as a cunning man, for whom
there were no secrets in this world or the next

;
and having

ascertained the locality of Deadman's Alley, finished his

bottle, and started without delay on his search.

The apparition of Waif, in answer to his summons, may
have surprised him a little

;
but when a pretty lass was in

question, Parson Gale was never at a loss
;
he recovered his
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astonishment in time to chuck her under the chin, and

bestow on her a most unwelcome caress. The girl's eyes

Sflittered, and her lithe fincrers stole to the knife at her

girdle. He caught her by the wrist, and kissed her again.

She disengaged herself, with one dexterous twirl, and pushed

rather than ushered this unwelcome admirer into the pre-

sence of Katerfelto
; muttering, in her own outlandish

tongue, something that sounded less like a blessing than a

curse.

When roused to wrath, it was her nature to resent an

insult or an injury on the spot ;
but if immediate retaliation

seemed impossible, to wait for an opportunity with untiring

patience, not to be diverted from its purpose by any con-

siderations of clemency or forgiveness.
"
If I can learn something about you,'' she thought,

"
I

shall know when and where to strike. Before our reckoning

is over, you will wish your lips had been seared with a red-

hot iron, rather than laid to mine against my will !

"
Then,

casting one loving look towards the chamber in which John

Garnet was sleeping, she took up her post at the door of the

surgery, and listened eagerly to the conversation within.

" I'm a plain man. Doctor," began Parson Gale, in his

rough, frank tones.
"
I speak the truth mostly myself, and

expect others will speak it to me. Now I am told that you
know more, good and bad, than ever another person in this

great wricked town. That's what brought me here."

Katerfelto nodded gravely. "Good and bad," said he,

"are relative terms. Knowledge cannot of itself be evil,

whether it be gleaned from the crowded footway or the

solitary moor. Wisdom crieth aloud, could we but hear her,

from the dome of St. Paul's, no less than from the purple

outline of the Quantock Hills and the brown ridge under

Dunkerry Beacon."

The mention of these fomiliar j^laces startled his listener
;

E
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and Katerfelto, who had already detected the kindly West-

country accent, did not fail to notice his surprise.

" I believe you are a conjuror," said the Parson,
"
as sure

as I am not ! Well—if you can tell me where I came from,

perhaps you will tell me what I came for."

The charlatan smiled.
" You wish to learn something very

near your heart," said he, watching the other's countenance.

" Not quite the nearest and dearest of all ! yet a matter of

great importance. A matter of life and death."

For a bow drawn at a venture, it was a good shot, and the

arrow reached its mark.
" That's enough !

"
exclaimed the Parson.

" You're the

man to tell me what I want. Name your price. 'Tis blood-

money, and I'm not going to stand for a guinea one way or

the other!"

" Justice must be done first !

"
said Katerfelto with exceed-

ing gravity.
" Let me hear your own tale in your own words,

and rely on my help."

Thus encouraged, the Parson embarked on a narrative of

his brother's duel, but little exaggerated, nor indeed very

different from the facts set forth above, interspersing his

account with dire threats of vengeance and solemn oaths,

whereat Waif's blood ran cold, that he would take no rest

till he had discovered and hunted down the perpetrator of

this murder, as he persisted in calling it, to the death !

Listening at the keyhole, she lost not a syllable of their

conversation, and the gipsy-girl vowed in her heart to come

between the avenger and his victim, aye, even though she

must steep her hands in blood, and swing for it on Tyburn-

tree.

Little by little Katerfelto gathered enough from Parson

Gale's repetitions, threats, and assertions, to feel sure that his

patient in the next room was the individual whom the visitor

wished to identify and bring to justice. In his plotting brain
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such a complication was simply a problem to be solved, a

sum to be worked out, a plot to be elaborated for his own

advantage. With a gravity not lost on the West-country

parson, who, for all his mother wit, fclt overawed by the

other's assumption of superior intelligence, he promised to

furnish the information required, as soon as he should him-

self have consulted those spiritual intilleginces he held at

command.
" You shall come again when the moon is full," said he,

accepting the broad pieces which his visitor thrust on him

clumsily enough.
"
Ei'e then I shall discover his hiding-

place, though he have taken refuge forty fathoms deep, below

the sea. But, mark you—I am not a man of blood, and I

make no promise to deliver him into your hand."

Again Waif's fingers stole to her knife, while the Parson's

savage laugh grated on her ear.

" Show me where the deer is harboured," said he, passing
into the street.

"
I can do all the rest myself The Lord

have mercy on him, for I will not, when once I set him up
to bay !

"

E 2



CHAPTER VI.

IVIY LORD AND MY LADY.

They occupied separate apartments now. There had been

a time indeed when Lord and Lady Bellinger might have

competed for the flitch of bacon at Dunmow, so well satis-

fied was each with the other, for weeks, nay months, after a

marriage of vanity, with some little inclination. Was not

my lord the best-dressed man at court ? Had not my lady

the finest hand, the tightest waist, the loftiest head-gear in

London ? Did not both exist only in the atmosphere of the

great world, sacrificing to the airs and graces time, health,

money, and reputation ? Many tastes had they in common,

some vices, not a few follies, prejudices, and frivolities
; yet

they soon began to differ, and after passing through the cus-

tomary phases of disappointment, pique, resentment, and dis-

gust, subsided into a sullen, stony indifference that was

perhaps the most hopeless condition of all. Rarely meeting,

except at meals, or in the presence of others, they had few

opportunities for quarrelling ;
when they did fall out, it is

only fair to say that her ladyship usually took the initiative.

Let us give her precedence, therefore, now.

She is seldom stirring before noon. The sun is already

at mid-heaven when she rings for her chocolate, sighs,

yawns, thrusts on her small feet her smaller slippers,

wriggles into a much-embroidered morning gown, and
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totters across the room to look at herself in the glass

The face she sees therein reflected affords, alas ! a history

and a moral.

Its features are delicate, and the smile that has now
become rigid from force of habit was once very flexible and

sweet, but late hours and false excitement have scored pre-

mature wrinkles round the eyes, and the free use of paint
has served to deaden, and, as it were, rough-cast the surface

of the skin. Lady Bellinger was never quite a pretty

woman, though witli the advantages of dress, manner, and

candle-light she could hold her own in general society against

many a professed beauty, and counted her ball-room con-

quests in numbers that, if they did not satisfy her rapacity,

were quite enough for her reputation. This border-land

between good looks and an ordinary exterior is, perhaps, the

most dangerous ground of all. Vanity is excited, but not

gratified. Wit, vivacity, freedom of gesture and conversa-

tion are called in to supplement the charms that nature has

left imperfect. The j^layer grows more reckless as the game
goes on, and at last no stake is thought too high to risk on a

winning^ card.

The face she is studying wears a mournful expression to-

day. Weary, perhaps, rather than dissatisfied, for she won

twenty guineas last night at ombre, and overheard Sir Hector

Bellairs ask who she was
;
that I'efined young gentleman, a

rising light at Newmarket and the Cocoa Tree, adding with

an oath,
" She has a game look about her, like a wild,

thoroughbred mare !

"

And yet, was it worth while, she pondered lazily, to tremble

half an hour over the cards for twenty guineas ? Were the

pains lavished on dress and toilet to yield no higher triumph
than Sir Hector's silly comparison, or the sneer with which

it was received by the man he addressed ? Hariy St. Leger
used to admire her once, at least he told her so, and now—
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he only smiled at Sir Hector's idle talk, and turned away to a

little bread-and-butter miss, whose round blue eyes were

becoming the rage of the town. What could men see to

rave about in such chits as these ? Why, the little creature

was not even well-dressed, aad had hardly so much as

learned to ogle and handle a fan ! Was it possible that in-

nocence, simplicity, natural red and white, could presume to

contend with such a position, such millinery, and such ex-

periences as hers ? Lady Bellinger sighed to think how she

was thrown away. What depths there were in her loving

heart that had never been fathomed
;
what passions in her

mature womanhood that had never, been aroused. Alas !

those depths could have been baled out with a thimble
;

those passions, affections, caprices, call them what you. will,

were three parts simulated, and the fourth only skin-deep.

Nevertheless, she esteemed herself a lovable woman, wasted

and misunderstood. She had a headache, she had the

spleen, the vapours. Ranelagh was very tiresome last night.

The lights still danced before her eyes, the hum of conversa-

tion still vibrated in her ears. Resting her heavy head on

the dressing-table, she seemed to live the whole scene over

again.

What a medley and confusion it was ! Women with

enormous head-dresses, wide hoops and high-heeled shoes,

patched, powdered, painted, courtesying, smirking, and gri-

macing.
" Your ladyship is vastly kind. Shall wait on you

with pleasure. Not reaZdi'monds, ma'am? I protest. 1 have it

from the best authority. Fie ! my lord, I thought you Avere

more gallant. The Earl, as I live. Come back from the

grand tour with a wife ! Whose wife ? La ! Sir Marma-

duke, I vow you make me blush. The king hath had

another interview with the favourite. Angry words, and post-

horses ordered on the north road. Too good news to be true.

Mrs. Betty, you look charmingly. What conquests you must
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have made at the Bath. Here's the bishop ! Madam, your

humble servant;" and so on till the stream of nothings

swelled into an unintelligible babble. And out of this con-

course of so-called friends, this turmoil of so-called conversa-

tion, was there one form amongst the throng that could

call the blood to her cheek, the light to her eye ? One voice

that fell sweetly on her ear, that woke an echo responsive in

her heart ? Yes, on reflection there was one—nay, there

were two or three—half-a-dozen—a score—but it seemed

that, of late, her charms had ceased to work, her glances to

fascinate. Ten compliments
—she counted them on her fingers

—made the sum total of her triumphs last night. Harry

St. Leger devoted himself to the bread-and-butter hoyden.

The handsome colonel had drunk too freely of claret to be

available. The marquis was wholly taken up with Mistress

Masters (who, and what, she was nobody knew
!)

Two or

three snuff-taking admirers simpered, but did not commit

themselves. The duke passed her with a bow, and it was a

weary world !

As she came to this conclusion, a tap at the door announced

the arrival of her waiting-maid with the daily dish of choco-

late. Contrary to custom, that demure person did not depart

after she set it down.
" What is it, child ?

"
asked Lady Bellinger, not very

good-humouredly, because of her reflections.
"
Speak up, and

don't stand staring there as if you'd seen a ghost !

"

"It's my lord," answered the waiting-maid, tossing her

head, in imitation of her mistress.
"
My lord bade me ask

your ladyship if you were up, and if you could see him now

directly, before he gets into his coach."
"
My lord !

"

repeated his wife, in a tone of surprise, that

sufficiently attested the infrequency of such visits,
" what can

my lord want with me at this early hour ? How am I look-

ing, child ? Quick ! Give me those drops off the chimi ey-
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piece
—a clean cap, the one trimmed with pink, yoii fool !

—
Put a touch of colour in my cheeks

;
I declare my face is like

death ! Draw that window-curtain. Now you may tell him

he can come in."

Lord Bellinger entered accordingly, dressed in great splen-

dour, with cane, hat, and snuff-box in hand. Thus encum-

bered, he made shift, nevertheless, to take the tips of his

wife's fingers and carry them to his lips, inquiring at the

same time how her ladyship did, and Avhether she had slept

well.

Her ladyship had not closed an eye, of course. She was

feverish, poorly, and far from strong ! Thus establishing a

position of defence from the first.

" Zounds ! madam," exclaimed he,
"
so much the better—

you will the more readily hear what I have to say."

My lord, to do him justice, was a good-tempered man

enough, but this morning found him, for many reasons, in the

worst of humours. Last night's gathering to him, no less

than to his lady, had been replete with disappointment and

vexation. Like many others, he attended Ranelagh with a

variety of motives, among which, pleasure, even in his own

sense of the term, was perhaps the least engrossing. In the

first place, he desired to show himself before the world accom-

panied by her ladyship, scandal having been busy with both

their names of late, and " the town" telling each other signifi-

cantly that " there must soon be a break-up in that establish-

ment. My lady's goings on, madam, I protest, are inex-

cusable, and my lord's extravagance, I have it from the best

authority, really beyond belief!" Therefore he thought

well to appear in this public place prosperous, smiling,

debonair, and on the best of terms with his wife.

Their exit, however, like their entrance, had been badly

timed. They neither came nor went away together ;
and his

own staunch ally, Harry St. Leger, who was also a professed



MY LORD AND MY LADY. 57'

admirer of Lady Bellicger, thought well to whisper in his ear,
" Look 3'e, Fred, I never turn my back on a friend. If it

nimst come to a smash, or a split, remember I stand fast by

your lordship, sink or swim !

"
This was failure the first.

Then a great man, one of his Majesty's ministers, had

informed him pretty roundly that the appointment he held

at Court was not wholly a sinecure, and the time had come

at whicli he must j^rove his loyalty by activity in the service

of his king. That he was expected, in short, to proceed with-

out delay to his own western county, of which ho held the

lieutenancy, there to carry out certain instructions which he

would receive next day at the minister's private residence, in

time to commence his journey the same afternoon. To a

man for whom the pleasures of London were as the air he

breathed, such a notification was like a sentence of death.

Yet he dared not and could not refuse. This was trouble the

second.

Many minor matters helped to swell the list of his annoy-

ances. Bellairs gave him the latest news from Newmarket,
to the effect that his own horse had been beaten in the great

race by a head. Sir Horace had it from the best authority

that his nominee would lose his election. One neio'hbourino-O O

landowner in the West took him by the button-hole, to

impart grievous suspicions of his lordship's steward, and

another announced threatenings of disease amongst the

sheep. Altogether, had it not been for the interview with

his unknown charmer, promised by Katerfelto, he would have

passed a sadly uncomfortable evening. This anticipation,

however, was the drop that sweetened the whole cup, and

when amongst the crowd he caught a glimpse of her graceful

head and white shoulders, the world's malice, the minister's

injunctions, the lost race, tlie dishonest steward, and the

foot-rot in West Somerset, were alike obliterated and for-

gotten.



58 KATEPtFELTO.

, He waited for some time, as directed, to accost her when

alone. At last, her cavalier crossed the room on some errand

of his own, and he found his opportunity.
"
Madam," he

whispered,
"
this is the moment for which I have languished

ever since I had the privilege of beholding your face. Do not

deny me now the happiness of hearing your voice."

She looked at him over her fan, with large eyes of astonish-

ment, in which, nevertheless, his experience detected a gleam
of gratified vanity and amusement.

The fan was not withdrawn
;
the gloved-hand that held it

was taper and well-shaped
—the rounded arm, white and

beautiful. For the hundredth time Lord Bellinger believed

that for the first time he was in love. Still she spoke not,

and the moments were precious. Her cavalier would surely

return without delay.

"Only tell me, I implore you," continued his lordship,
" when we shall meet again

—where can I see you ? Where

can I write to you ? In what way can I prove how ardently

I long to cast myself at your feet—to serve you as the hum-

blest of your slaves ?
"

He spoke in an agitated whisper ;
not without its effect—

a softer expression shone in her eyes, and she lowered her fan

to reply. Alas, for the disillusion ! instantaneous as it was

complete !

The beautiful face might only be beautiful while the lips

were closed
;
when they parted for speech they discovered

black and unsightly teeth, separated by gaps and cavities

neither few nor far between.

Quick as Lord Bellinger had been to fall in love, he was

yet quicker to fall out. Ere a word could escape the lady,

his cure had been effected, and with a dexterity that

nothing but long practice could have ensured, he effected

his retreat after a profound bow, a devoted glance, and a

deep sigh.
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"You are watched," he whispered, "so I will take my
leave. Do not forget mo. Soon we shall meet again."

Nevertheless he went home from Eanelagh feeling strongly

at variance with the world in general, and himself in par-

ticular.

Therefore his mood, notwithstanding his courteous entrance,

was none of the most amiable when he paid this morning visit

to her ladyship ;
therefore the tone in which he couched it

was little calculated to sweeten the unpalatable communica-

tion he had to make.

"Zounds! madam," said his lordship, "you will the more

readily hear what I have to say."
" Sure you need not swear," she replied, with frigid dig-

nitj. "No gentleman swears so early in the day."

He laughed, and continued more good-humouredly,
" Your

ladyship is very ha23py in town, are you not ?
"

" Your lordship must be a fool to ask such a question,"

she returned sharply.
" If you neglected me less, you would

know that in my position, and with my health, it is ridicu-

lous to talk of being happy anywhere !

"

"And yet you look charmingly," continued her husband,

scanning his own handsome person in the glass.
"
Compared to faces which your lordship is in the habit of

studying, mine is joerhaps tolerably well-favoured," said she
;

"but nothing is so deceptive as one's appearance, and the air

of this town is simply killing me by inches."

" Then it shall do murder no longer," he answered kindly
"
I must leave for the West this very afternoon. My coach

is waiting: at the door to take me to the minister's. There is

not a moment to be lost. It is the king's business
;
I suppose

I ought to say, God bless him !

"

" Well ?
"

she asked coldly,
" what concern is that of

mine ?
"

"Will you not come with me ?
" was his reply.

" We have



60 KATEFtFELTO.

been living separate lives too long. Perhaps each of us is

better than the other thinks. Let us give it a trial and see

if we cannot be happy together for a few weeks. We have

been very uncomfortable apart for a good many years."

The tears were rising to her eyes. A kind word or a caress

might liave turned the balance even now
;
but it was his

lordshij)'s habit to assume carelessness of manner at the

moment he was most interested, and instead of putting his

arm round her waist, he busied himself adjusting cravat and

ruffles in the glass. She felt and showed she was annoyed.

"I cannot leave town," she objected, "at a moment's

notice. I wonder you can ask such a thing."

He looked in her face disappointed, and perhaps a little

hurt.

"
My lady," said he,

"
you're a puzzle !"

"
My lord," said she,

"
you're a brute !

"
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EEADY AND WILLING.

They left town together notwithstanding ;
and although

my lady altered her mind with every mile, now extolling her

own sense of wifely duty, now bewailing her want of firmness

and consistency, yet by the time she arrived at Ilounslow,

where they were to sleep, she had become reconciled to the

society of her husband and her enforced journey to the

West.

Such impressionable natures, from which emotion so easily

passes away, enjoy at least this advantage
—that one swallow

makes for them an immediate summer, one glimpse of sun-

shine absorbs the memory of a month of storms.

Lord Bellinger, too, seemed in the highest spirits. Though
his back must be turned on London and all its pleasures, his

inconstant nature could nevertheless find enjoyment in the

mere act of change. Moreover, an hour before departure, he

had effected a loan of ready-money from the accommodating

Katerfelto, who waited on him at his residence in Leicester

Square, so completely disguised tliat Waif herself could

hardly have recognised the respectable-looking citizen, in a

brown suit and tie-wig, with ample cambric neckerchief

concealing his long beard, who was ushered into his lord-

ship's own apartment the moment he entered the house.

Lord Bellinger prided himself on the rapidity with which
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he transacted affairs of moment. No doubt his method was

pecuKar to himself.

"
Katerfelto," said he, surveying the brown suit and tie-

wig with grave curiosity,
"
I must have five hundred guineas

in gold
—now, in half an hour."

"
Impossible, my lord," answered his visitor,

" The time

is too short
;
but you can have it in three-quarters."

"
I like doing business with you" rejoined his lordship.

"
I never knew you make difficulties, nor found you unable

to overcome them. I want the money directly, because I

leave for the West this afternoon
;
but I consent to give you

another quarter of an houi'."

" Your lordship is vastly obliging," replied Katerfelto, with

his peculiar smile.
"
I must trouble you to sign this little

acknowledgment of the debt."

He drew a sheet of paper from his pocket, filled in certain

blank spaces at the writing-table, and spread it before his

lordship, with an air of excusing himself for the liberty he

was obliged to take.

It was Lord Bellinger's boast that he never refused to

draw his sword, drink his bottle, stake his money, or sign

his name
; yet he made a wry face, and threw his pen into

the inkstand with a curse, after it had performed its office.

" I'm in a corner," said he,
" or you would never have had

me on such exorbitant terms. The king's business must not

stand to cool. Hang it, man ! if it had been my own, not a

usurer in the town should have bit me like this !"

"Your lordship is in haste," answered Katerfelto; "and

his Majesty's commands cannot be too speedily obeyed.

I trust," he added, carelessly, "there is no fear of disaffection

in the West."
" State secrets !

"
answered Bellinger, with a laugh.

" How
can I tell ? I have not yet seen the minister, I go to him

in an hour for final instructions,"
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Though Katerfelto was pondering deeply, his tone seemed

lighter than usual, while he asked how the other had been

amused the night before at Ranelasrh : observino-
"
It is

not your lordship's custom to leave an adventure half

accomplished."
" No more of that !

"
exclaimed Lord Bellinger.

" These

are but the pastimes of a man who has little serious business

on hand. Ambition, you know, is a specific for love. If I

play my part well, Katerfelto, I have reason to believe tlmt

the next time I borrow your money it will be for an earl !

"

"Good luck attend your lordship," answered the other,

tui'ning to depart.
" As you are strong, be merciful."

My lord laughed, and snapped his fingers. "In half an

hour," said he,
"
I shall have the lives and estates of some

half-dozen gentlemen in my pocket. Intrigue, my good

friend, is all very well
;
but for real sport, give me the great

game. If your spiritual informants can travel so far, they

will shortly bring you stirring news from the West."

"The vicissitudes of this material world affect me but

little," answered Katerfelto, "save in so far as they aid my
researches among the boundless regions of science and

futurity. I am but a man of thought, while your lordship

is a man of action. If, in my humble capacity, I can serve

you, command me
;
and so I take my leave."

"He's an honest fellow enough, I protest," thought his

lordship, as the door closed,
"
though his terms are con-

foundedly high ! Money seems like everything else
;

if you
want it, you must pay for it—tlirough the nose too ! But

he's an honest fellow, no doubt."

The " honest fellow," meantime, plodding thoughtfully

home to Deadman's Alley, busied himself in elaborate calcu-

lations of time, distance, exj^ense, and other matters tending

to subvert the minister's intention, and render nugatory

Lord Bellinger's mission to the West.
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He lost not a moment in visiting Jolin Garnet, whom he

found sitting up in an easy-chair, half-dressed, but so

swathed in bandages that he could hardly move.

Dismissing Waif, who was in attendance as usual, he laid

a finger on his patient's wrist, and marked the strong full

beat of the pulse in grave approval.
" How much longer are you going to keep me here ?

"

exclaimed John Garnet, with some impatience.
"
I've been

telling Waif, for the last three days, I am as strong as I ever

was in my life."

"Get up," replied the doctor, "and lift that chair from

the floor. So. Do you feel as if a dog were licking a raw

place in your side ?
"

"
I feel that I ought to be in the saddle," replied the

other,
" a hundred miles from your close, smoky town. If

it wasn't for these cursed bandages, I should never know

that I had a side at all."

" Off with them, then !

"
said Katerfelto, suiting the action

to the word by unwinding their folds.
" See now the fruits

of a little knowledge and a little patience. These wounds

have healed, as we call it, at the first intention. Do not be

so ready with bare steel again ; or, if you must needs brawl,

keej) your sword-arm bent, and your point moving in a

narrower circle."

John Garnet's eyes brightened with pleasure, but his face

fell a moment afterwards.

" You have restored me to life," said he,
" and I cannot

even pay you a surgeon's fee. I tell you plainly, I have not

ten guineas in the world."

"We are comrades in the same service," answered

the Doctor, quietly.
" There is no question of guineas

between you and me. Will you ride a hundred miles on

an errand, in which we are equally interested, and cry

quits?"
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" To the end of the world !

" answered John Garnet ;

"
only I have not a horse to my name."

There was a simple earnestness m his tone that sufficiently

vouched for his fidelity. Katerfelto, scanning narrowly the

resolute countenance and strong active frame, smiled to

think that here was a tool shaped expressly for his purpose.
"
I might find horse-flesh," said he,

"
if you can find spurs.

Will you be ready to mount to-night on my errand, if it

should be necessary ? My errand," he repeated, in a low, im-

pressive whisper,
" and the king's !

"

"God bless him!" answered Garnet, while each looked

meaningly in the other's face.
"
I have those in my interest,"

continued the Charlatan,
"
aye, at the very council table, who

keep me well informed from hour to hour. You will dine as

usual. You will crack a bottle of our best, to the king's health.

Before sunset, I will tell you when to pull on your boots."

While he spoke a knock was heard at the door, and Waif,

glancing softly at John Garnet, brought the Patron a letter

left by a man who looked like the light-porter of some city

warehouse. It contained these lines :

"The invoices are already forwarded. Prices ruling high ;

hemp likely to rise. Realise at once, not a moment to be

lost."

Twice Katerfelto perused it with an anxious brow, then he

turned to John Garnet, and observed, carelessly :

"A stroll before dinner will do you no harm. Come with

me to the next street, I want your opinion of a horse I keep
there."

So congenial a request met with an eager affirmative. In

the flush of returning health, John Garnet longed keenly for

the fresh outward air. And to see a horse again, even in

another man's stable, was a return to life and all that made
life enjoyable once more.

The Doctor wrapped himself, though it was summer, in a
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loDg black cloak and drew a square cap down to his very

eyebrows, before he crossed the threshold, precautions which

seemed scarcely necessary for purposes of concealment, inas-

much as he led his visitor along two or three unfrequented

bye-lanes, to an old tumble-down building, that looked more

like a dilapidated pigeon-house, than the dwelling of so noble

an animal as the horse.

"
Enter," said he, unlocking the door.

" The husk looks of

the roughest, but there is a kernel within."

John Garnet was surprised to find the stable roomy, com-

modious, well ventilated, and amply supplied with all

necessaries for the comfort of its inmate. "
If the casket is

mean," said he,
"
at least it seems well lined, and water-tight.

Let us open that shutter, Doctor, for a glimpse at the jewel it

contains."

It was a jewel ! An exclamation of wonder and admiration

escaped the visitor's lips, as daylight, thus admitted, revealed

to him the beauty and symmetry of the animal he came to

inspect. From boyhood he had spent much of his time

in the saddle, found a store of pleasure and legitimate ex-

citement in the companionship of his horse, and here seemed

the very flower and perfection of the whole equine race.

It was not that the sloping shoulders, the deep girth, the

flat legs, the round firm feet, the full, well-turned back, and

lengthy quarters denoted strength and speed unequalled, but

there was also that proportion and harmony of all the parts,

which Nature is careful to presei've when she means to turn

Gilt some masterpiece of her craft. John Garnet said as

much
;
and Katerfelto, man of science though he was, could

not conceal a certain prim satisfaction, which every man
alive betrays when congratulated on the superiority of his

steed,

"
I am a poor judge," observed the Charlatan, whom no

earthly consideration would have induced to bestride the
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paragon before them
;

" but I imagine the creature is as good
as it looks."

" That I'll swear he is !

"
replied John Garnet, fairly put-

ting his arm round the taper muzzle, that nestled kindly to

his embrace. "
If I had seen nothing but this beautiful little

head, with its full bright eyes, and fine transparent ears,

I would have backed him against any horse in England for

all I am worth in the world. Not much to be sure," he

added, with a laugh, "but you should have carried it for

me, old man
;
and I don't think the additional weight Avould

have caused you to falter at the post."

He patted the hard, smooth neck, and strong, firm crest

while he spoke ;
and the animal, though an entire horse, in

the full vigour of good food and high condition, responded

lovingly and gently to his caress.

" He knows you already," said Katerfelto
;

" he will know

you better before you have done with him. Listen, John

Garnet : M^iat would you give me for that grey horse as he

stands ?
"

" Five hundred guineas !" answered John Garnet, laughing,
"

if I had them. Ten years of my life, as I haven't five

hundred pence in the world !

"

" He is yours !

"
replied the other.

" You shall ride him

out of London to-night."

John Garnet's eyes brightened.
"
I do not know who and

what you are even now," said he,
" but you seem the best

friend I ever had. Frankly, Doctor, I already owe you more

than I can hope to pay. In my opinion, you have bought

me, body and bones, at a high price ;
and I am ready to do

your bidding, be it what it will ."

" You speak like a man of sense," answered Katei'felto.

" Come back to the house. Waif shall find us some dinner,

with a bottle of good old Burgundy, and I will give you
instructions at once."
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They returned, therefore, to Deadman's Alley, threading
the bye-streets with the same secrecy as before. Katerfelto

informed his companion, as they walked, how he became the

owner of so matchless an animal—the last possession, it must

be admitted, with which John Garnet would have credited

his physician.
"
I obtained him," said the latter,

" even as

I obtained Waif, and from the same people. Only, I paid
hard gold for the child

; whereas, they let me have the horse

for nothing."

"And yet, they may have stolen both," observed his

listener.

The other shook his head. "Waif is a gipsy," said he,

"pure bred, or I should never have encumbered m}'self with

her. No
; they are a strange people. Their honesty is not

like our honesty, neither, indeed, is their fraud
;
but they

have their notions of fair dealing too. They brought me the

horse to pay a debt of honour."

John Garnet opened his eyes. "A debt of honour!" re-

peated the Charlatan.
" The rogues had robbed me of some valuable jewels while

I was sojourning in their tents during the illness of an old

reprobate, whom they called their duke, and whom I attended

without demanding a fee. Repenting of such ingratitude

too late, for the jewels were beyond recovery, they sent me
the highest-priced article they could lay hands on, and it

proved to be the very horse you are to ride out of London

to-niglit. How they came by him, it was useless to inquire ;

but they assured me—and I have no reason to doubt their

word—that the owner would never cause inconvenience by

appearing to assert his claim."

" Do you think, then, they murdered him ?
"

exclaimed

John Garnet, in an accent of dismay.
"
Very probably !

"
replied the other,

" But I had little

curiosity on the subject ;
it was no affair of mine."
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The silence that ensued, lasted to the door of the surgery,

and, indeed, with small interruption during the progress of

dinner. When that meal was taken away, and Waif, with

many a backward glance, had departed and shut the door,

Katerfelto filled the glasses, smacked his lips over the Bur-

gundy, and thus delivered himself:
"
They would hang you, my good sir, if they could catch

you ;
and this I consider a sufficient reason for your leaving

London to-night."

John Garnet gasped, and set his wine down untasted.

For some time he had entertained uncomfortable misgivings

to this effect. It was not reassurinsf to hear them corrobo-

rated
b}''

so sagacious a person as his host,
"
Chance-medley

is not a hanging matter," said he, in a shaking voice.

"But 'murder is," answered Katerfelto; "and murder I

fear they would bring it in. Why, in the name of all that

is hasty, my young friend, did you not take a couple of

gentlemen into that dark room, and exchange a pass or two

in the presence of witnesses ? See how the matter stands

as it would be submitted to a jury. An altercation, brooded

over for more than an hour
;
a quarrel, not in hot blood, but

on reflection
;
and the company gone. The lights out

;
the

younger man escapes, and the elder is found stabbed to death

on the floor ! It looks ugly, you must confess."

"
I have thought so more than once," replied John Garnet,

much disturbed.
" Do you mean they will try me for—for—

my life?" He got the question out with difficulty, and

swallowing a mouthful of wine fancied it tasted like blood.

"
I mean nothing of the kind," said the other.

"
I mean

you never to be placed in such a position. I mean you to be

a score of miles away to-night. I mean to rescue your name,

to save your life, and to make your fortune."

"How so ?" asked John Garnet, taking comfort while he

emptied his glass.
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For answer, Katerfelto made an almost imperceptible sign

with one of his fingers, to which the other responded by a

word, whispered so low that its import was to be gathered

less by the sound than the movement of his lips.

"
I was sure of it !

"
exclaimed the Charlatan.

"
I could

have sworn from the first you were one of us. I may speak

freely now. John Garnet, I call upon you this day to ride

for the king !

"

"To the gates of hell !" was the reckless answer. "And
as much farther as your good horse will carry me. I am

ready to start this minute."
"
Softly," said the other.

"
I neither require so prompt a

departure, nor so long a journey. You need not mount for

another hour. You need not ride so far as the Land's End.

The business I shall entrust you with demands courage,

secrecy, and some little ingenuity. I believe you possess all.

To win, opens a path to rank, fortune, and the choicest

honours royal gratitude can bestow. To lose, leaves you

no worse than you are now, for at least you will have a fair

chance of escape."
" I ask for nothing better," replied the young man. "

Only
tell me what to do, and how to do it."

" Katerfelto pushed the bottle to his guest.
" You will

need a good horse," said he,
" and good pistols. These I can

supply. You have a good sword and a good mother-wit of

your own. It may be you will want them all to carry out

our plans. Success is a peerage at least. Failure means

high treason, so you know what you undertake."

"I never shrank from a large stake," replied John Garnet,

excitedly.
" Deal out the cards, and leave me to play the

hand !"

"This then is the game," continued his host. "Lord

Bellinger took coach to-day for his Heutenancy in the West,

carrying with him certain warrants from the Secretary of
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State, which must never reach their destination. You under-

stand. His lordship travels with his own horses, and can

scarce perform the journey in less than a week. Her lady-

ship accompanies her husband, and they sleep to-night at

Hounslow, fourteen miles from here at the farthest. Such,

my young friend, is the alacrity with which his servants obey
the commands of King George. Without a boast, I think our

side could give them a lesson in promptitude. I myself
knew all about those warriints before the ink was dry. I

could tell you now every word that passed between Lord

Bellinger and the minister, far more accurately than my lord

himself, who, to do him justice, has a retentive memory
for trifles, but entertains the profoundest aversion to every
kind of business. Briefly, these warrants must be destroyed

before the end of the week, and I look to you for a speedy

completion of the job."

John Garnet pondered. Pledged as he had been from

boyhood, to the losing cause, compromised, by the fatal

termination of his late brawl, with the laws of his country,

and indebted for life, no less than the means of livinir, to this

strange practitioner of many mysterious arts, the thought of

shrinking from the task, thus thrust upon him, never entered

his mind
;
but he could not conceal from himself that the

undertaking was one of life and death, to be accepted

resolutely indeed, but not without every precaution to ensure

success.

"
My lord travels in his own coach, you say," he observed,

thoughtfully.
" How many servants does he take, and are

they well armed ?"

"Three or four at most," replied Katerfelto, "without

counting her ladyship's waiting-maid, and one of these rides

on ahead to prepare for his reception, stage by stage, during

the journey. They carry a blunderbuss and two bi-ace of

pistols among them, no more."
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"How far will he proceed in a day?" asked the other.

" The roads are at their best just now and the nights at their

shortest."

"From twenty to thirty miles," answered Katerfelto.

" His lordship travels in a light coach with six good horses.

You had better not overtake him till to-morrow night. But

these details I confide to your own wisdom and discernment.

In this purse are a hundred guineas. In that cupboard a

saddle, bridle, and brace of pistols. Spend the money,

founder the horse, use the weapons at your discretion, but the

warrants must be in the fire before his lordship crosses the

borders of Somerset, and the gentlemen named in them must

be warned, at all risks of life and death."

"I understand," said John Garnet, "though I do not yet

see how to set about the job."
"
It can be done in three ways," observed Katerfelto.

" The warrants will be carefully looked alter. To put them in

your own pocket, 3^ou must corrupt the servants, make love

to my lady, or rob my lord."

John Garnet considered a moment before he ansAvered.

"
I think the best plan will be to rob my lord."



CHAPTER VIII.

A HEAVY STAKE.

The travellers spent their first niglit agreeably enough.

The weather was fine, the inn at Hounslow roomy and

luxurious. My lady seemed pleased with the fresh eggs, the

country cream. My lord found amusement in the airs and

graces of his hostess, who was more than flattered by the

notice of so fine a gentleman. Even the servants were good

enough to express approval of the ale, the lodging, and the

change. Our whole party started next morning in good

humour, and the very waiting-maid, who had been in tears

for the first six miles out of London, protested that under

certain conditions the country might be almost tolerable.

My lord's first footman, a stout high-coloured personage in

charge of the blunderbuss, was unremitting in his attentions,

and Mistress Rachel, as she was called, in tlie absence of

higher game, condescended to receive his homage with the

favour five-and-forty shows to five-and-tweuty. At a subse-

quent period indeed she declared " he hadn't the heart of a

hen !" but for the present seemed satisfied to accept him as

he was.

Such a favourable state of things could not be expected to

last four-and-twenty hours. At noon of the second day it

began to rain, a trace broke, a horse cast a shoe, the man with

the blunderbuss proved useless in a difficulty, Mistress Rachel
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grew despondent, my lady sulked, my lord swore, the un-

wieldy vehicle creaked, groaned, swung, and finally stopped

in the middle of a hill.

"Let me out!" screamed Lady Bellinger, whose nervous

system was of the weakest, and on whose temper fear had an

exasperating effect.
"
I'd rather walk. I luill get out, I'll

go back,—Richard !
—Robin ! open the door."

"Don't be a fool !" exclaimed my lord, as the carriage got

into motion once more. " How can you go back, Ellen ?

You're forty miles from London if you're a yard."

My lady's head-dress vibrated with anger.
"
I am a fool

indeed," she replied, or I shouldn't be here ! And this is the

reward of my devotion as a wife. This is your return for my
accompanying you into exile. Lord Bellinger, I ivill speak.

Indifference I am accustomed to. Unkindness I have put up

with for many a long day, patient, and forbearing, while my
heart was broke, but I have a spirit (" you have indeed,"

muttered his lordship), though you try your best to crush it,

and ill-usage I will submit to no longer."

It is possible her husband might have entered a more

energetic protest than the " d—d nonsense
" he whispered

under his breath, but that his attention was diverted at

this juncture to the beauty and action of a horse pass-

ing at a gallop, ridden by a young man whose seat and

beariuir did iustice to the animal he bestrode. When

Lord Bellinger, who thrust himself half out of the carriage

to follow the pair with his eyes, subsided into his seat, he had

forgotten all about their dispute in this new excitement
;

my lady, however, with her face buried in a handkerchief,

continued to sob at intervals, till they reached their desti-

nation for the night.

This was a comfortable hostelry enough, yet lacking many
of the luxuries that rendered the inn at Hounslow so agree-

able a resting-place. Mistress Rachel, alighting with a
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liand on the shoulder of her admirer, expressed alarm lest

it might be tenanted by ghosts ;
whereat the latter's comely

cheek turned pale, while he resolved incontinently to fortify

his courage with beer. The new arrivals had no reason to

complain of their reception. The servants were amply

regaled in the kitchen, a good supper was served for my lord

and my lady in the parlour. The choicer meal vanished in

profound silence, which Lord Bellinger tried more than

once to break
; but, finding his efforts ineffectual, and know-

ing by experience the obstinacy of his wife's reserve when

she was "
out of spirits," he gave up the attempt, and applied

himself to the Burgundy his host brought in person. He
finished the bottle as her ladyship, in dignified silence, retired

to bed
;
and ringing the bell for another, felt creeping over

him the accustomed longing for cards, dice, company
—some

excitement in which to spend the evening.
"
Landlord," said he, as that stout and stolid personage

entered the room with a cobwebbed bottle and a corkscrew,
" can you play picquet ?"

The landlord smiled foolishly. He did not know what his

lordship was driving at.

" Fetch a pack of cards," continued my lord,
" and I will

teach you."

The landlord excused himself in considerable alarm. "It

was too much honour," he said
;

" he doubted he was too old

to learn. Would his lordship like a toast of bread and an

olive with his wine ?"

"
I had rather deal than drink," answered Lord Bellinger,.

"
though I'm in the liumour for both. If there's nobody in

the house to play a game at whist or ombre, send round to

the stable, and tell the ostler I will try my luck with him

at all-fours."

The landlorcL stared
;
but a bright thought struck him,

and he observed: "There's a gentleman in the Sunflower
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who arrived this afternoou. He looks like a gentleman who

wouldn't object to a game of cards, or anything in that way."
"
Bravo, Boniface," was the answer.

"
Carry him my

respects
—Lord Bellinger's respects

—with a bottle of your

best, and say, if he is at leisure I shall be happy to wait on

him at once."

The landlord delivered his message with alacrity, and in

less than five minutes John Garnet answered it in person at

his lordship's door. He had come to this hostelry for the

very purpose of obtaining the introduction he now found so

easy ;
and rather regretted the amount of thought he had

wasted after supper in considering how he should make

Lord Bellinger's acquaintance, and gain his confidence suffi-

ciently to betray it. With his best bow and pleasantest

smile, "plain John Garnet" stood on the threshold, and

assured the other that no consideration would have induced

him to permit his lordship to ascend to the Sunflower till he

had himself come down to conduct him upstairs, if he would

so far honour his humble apartment, where he would at once

direct preparations to be made for the reception of his noble

visitor.

"Zounds, man !" answered the other, who at this period

of the evening was seldom disposed to stand on ceremony,

"we want nothing but a bottle of Burgundy and a pack of

cards. They are both on that table. Let us sit down at

once and make the most of our time."

"Agreed," replied his guest; "and j^our lordship shall

choose the game and the stakes."

"What say you to picquet ?" asked the nobleman, opening

the Burgundy,
" Ten guineas a game. Tw^enty

—
fifty, if

you like ?"

John Garnet, reflecting that he knew nothing of his

adversary's force, and was himself no great performer,

modestly chose the lowest stake, and proceeded to play his
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hand with as much care as his own preoccupation and the

strange position in which he found himself permitted.

Picquet is a game requiring, no less than skill and jiractice,

undivided attention. John Garnet could not forbear glanc-

ing about the room for some symptoms of the documents he

desired to make his own
; wondering if they were kept in

his lordship's pockets, in her ladyship's baggage, under

charge of the servants. It is not surprising that at the end

of the first game he found himself the better by two glasses

of moderate Burgundy, and the worse by ten golden pieces

stamped with the image of King George. He ventured a

second game, and with the same result.

To do Lord Bellinger justice, he was not a rapacious

gambler. He loved winning well enough, but would rather

lose heavily than not play at all.
"
I am too strong for

you," said he
;

"
I ought to have told you picquet is my

especial game."
But when did a loser ever admit the superiority of an

adversary's skill ?

" Your lordship held good cards," answered John Garnet
;

"
my luck is the likelier to turn, I call for a fresh pack."

So the waiter was summoned, and more cards, with

another bottle of wine, were brought in. Lord Bellinger

began to feel the old wild impulses rising in his heart
;
and

John Garnet, a desperate man, bound on a desperate errand,

had no disinclination to venture Katerfelto's money in an

undertaking that compromised his own head.

After two more games, Lord Bellinger had won a hundred

guineas ;
and John Garnet was at the end of his resources.

"
My lord," said he,

" a man does not journey a-horseback

with the Bank of England in his pocket. I have lost to

ycjur lordship as much as I can afford to pay."

He spoke with some ill-humour, and rose from the taljle

as though to take his leave.

I
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" One more game," pleaded Lord Bellinger, avIio would

have paid bis last guinea rather than go to bed before mid-

night.
"
Sit down again, my good sir

;
if we cannot play

for money, we can play for money's worth."

John Garnet obeyed, with a forced smile. To be a good

loser was considered one of the essentials in the character of

a gentleman ;
and he would have sunk in his own, no less

than in his companion's esteem, had he declined the unequal
contest for so paltry an excuse as want of means.

" That is a fine horse you rode here," continued his lord-

ship, shuffling the cards.
"
If you like to put a price on him,

I will stake the sum named against the animal."
" Five hundred !

" answered John Garnet.
"
Agreed," said the other, though the five hundred guineas

he had borrowed from Katerfelto constituted all the funds

he possessed in the world.

So they played one more game, and again Fortune smiled

on Lord Bellinger, who emptied his glass with a smack,

having despoiled his adversary of the grey horse and one

hundred guineas in gold.

It seemed an unpromising beginning, but John Garnet's

courage rose with the exigencies of his position. He pulled

a purse from his pocket, and counted down on the table one

hundred guineas, piece by piece, with a good-humoured
smile.

" No doubt," said he,
"
your lordship Avill give me my

revenge at some future time. I shall leave the horse in

charge of your lordship's servants to-morrow morning. I can

pledge you my word he is as good as he looks."

" What do you call him ?
"
asked the other, carelessly.

"
Katerfelto," answered John Garnet, taken by surprise,

and blurtincf out the word that first occurred to him, because

it would have seemed so strange to hesitate at the name of

his own horse.
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Lord Bellinger started.
" Do you know Katerfelto ?

"

said he.
"
T have always believed that man must be the

devil in person !

"

"
I got the horse with that name," answered John Garnet,

" and his new owner can alter it at pleasure ;
but as I must

be a-foot, literally a-foot, early to-morrow morning, I will

now take my leave, and wish your lordship good-night."

So, with many profound bows, the pair separated, and the

loser, to his extreme disgust, heard Lord Bellinger's door

carefully locked on the inside.
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STRONG AS DEATH.

To have lost a hundred guineas after supper was bad

enough, but to yield possession of the best horse he ever

owned, and pursue Lord Bellinger into the West on foot, or

by the tardy progress of a stage-waggon, was not to be

thought of.

He never intended permanently to part with either, or

John Garnet would have been more loth to risk his horse and

to [pay up his gold. The money must be recovered, and

Katerfelto, as he now determined to call the animal, must be

retained at all hazards. Pondering these matters deeply, the

unlucky card-player only Avaited till the lights were out and

the hotel became quiet, to put his plans in execution. An
hour after midnight he had drawn off his boots, and satisfied

himself that his lordship's door was securely fastened. He
must find another opportunity of taking by violence that

which he now despaired of gaining by artifice
;
and he stole

out to the stable, there to saddle his horse and effect his

escape. Though by no means satisfied with his night's work,

he did not consider he had entirely wasted time or money.

In the course of conversation, he had made himself ac-

quainted with Lord Bellinger's intended movements, and

could prepare for a bold stroke.
"
If I had been more for-

tunate with the cards," he thought,
"
I might have improved
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my acquaintance sufficiently to join them as a travelling-

companion, perhaps accompanying my lord and my lady in

their coach. It would have been easier then to effect my
purpose, though I do not think I could have found it in me
to make love to her ladyship any more than to her waiting-

maid. But I never held a card ! That hundred guineas I

paid down on the table I must have back again, as surely as

I do not mean to part with my good grey horse. There is

only one way. I must seize the warrants, and recover my
money with the strong hand. Some unknown highwayman

may bear the blame, and if I can get off, I will lose no time

in gaining the West Country, and warning the honest squires

of Devon and Somerset that they are in danger. Nothing

ventui-e, nothing have ! I'm in it now, over shoes, over

boots ! Let me think. Highway robbery. It's an ugly word,

and a hanging matter, but so is high treason
;
and if every

neck that risks the noose must be stretched, why, as I heard

those player fellows sing last winter—
" I wonder there ain't better companie
Under Tyburn tree !

"

Thus meditating, John Garnet, who had made himself

acquainted with the geography of the hotel and its surround-

ings, proceeded noiselessly to the stable, not without anxious

glances toward the East, where that forerunner of morning,

the false dawn, was already visible.

A true horseman, he had identified himself so completely

with his steed, and busied himself so earnestly about its

wants, that Katerfelto neighed with pleasure to acknowledge

the friendly presence as he approached its stall thus steal-

thily and in the dark. While ho hurried to the horse's head,

that he might silence this untoward greeting, a slim figure

rose from below the manger and glided like a phantom to

the door. John Garnet Avas no less prompt than resolute.

In an instant he had seized this shadowy intruder by the
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throat. Outcry and escape were alike impossible ;
but bis

hand opened as if it grasped a red-hot iron, when a half-stifled

voice, that he remembered only too well, murmured,
" Hold !

do not hurt me, I am here to serve you. I will follow you

to the end of the world."

" Waif !

"
he exclaimed, in an accent that, smothered as it

was, denoted the very extremity of surprise ;
but even while

he spoke, the figure slid through the dark stable out into the

night.

For a few seconds John Garnet was persuaded that he

must be dreaming
—the meeting had been so sudden, so

unexpected, and so soon over. When he realised the fact,

his surprise amounted to dismay. That this impracticable

gipsy-girl should have followed him, watched him, and made

herself acquainted with his movements, seemed a fatal climax

to the disasters of the night. For one disheartening minute

lie thought of riding back to London, returning Katerfelto to

his former owner, and abandoning the whole project. Then

he reflected, that under any circumstances he must make his

escape before day-light, and so saddled his horse with what

alacrity he might. Dawn was breaking as he led the animal

out of the court-yard softly and at a walk, though its tramp

•was smothered in the snores of a stalwart ostler who slept in

a loft above, for protection of the stables, and a red streak of

sunrise bound the eastern horizon, to which he looked back

on emerging from a belt of coppice that skirted the high-road

a mile from the inn. Bold as he was, Katerfelto shied at an

object moving in the brushwood, while a slim boyish figure

sprang out, laid its hand on the horse's shoulder, and looked

Avistfully up in the rider's face,

"Waif—for it was none other—attired as a country lad, and

only the more beautiful for her disguise, seemed to anticipate

no less affectionate a greeting than she was prepared to offer.

But already she knew every change of the face she had
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studied so fatally, and her own fell, while she marked the dis-

pleasure that settled on the brows and about the lips she loved.

"
Speak to me," she murmured,

"
for pity's sake. I tracked

you so patiently, and followed you so far!
"

"
Waif, why are you here ?

"
he asked, while his heart

smote him to think of the distance travelled by that slender

form, those shapely delicate limbs.

"
I could not bear you to go away," replied the girl, laying

his hand to her heart and pressing her cheek against Kater-

felto's warm shoulder.
"
I could not live without you ;

and for the matter of that, you could not live without me.

If I had let you go by yourself, every mile you rode was a

mile towards your grave."

They were pacing on together. Waif walking at his stirrup

with a free untiring step, that the good horse must have

fairly broken into a trot to leave behind. John Garnet

looked at her with an astonishment in which there was no

little interest and admiration.

" What mean you?
"
said he,

" and how came the Doctor to

let you go ?
"

"
I never asked the Patron's leave," was her answer,

"
because, if he had forbidden me, I should have lain down to

<lie. No
;
when you rode out of London, I was scarcely half

an hour behind. The Patron must have been very angiy
when he found me gone. What do I care ? I care for nobody
but you. I knew where to get these clothes well enough. Do

you like me in them ? I might have had a horse from our

people before I had done a day's journey, but I thought I

could be nearer you on foot, and I've walked all the way.

I'm not tired. I'd walk as far again only to hear your voice."

John Garnet was in utter perplexity. Such a phase in his

affairs he had never contemplated, yet there seemed some-

thing so ridiculous in his position, bound on a political adven-

ture thus attended, that he could not forbear a laugh.

G 2
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"Nonsense, my lass!" said he kindly enough. "You
must go back

;
indeed you must. I won't have you come

a step farther. You ought never to have followed me
at all."

The tears were in Waif's dark eyes, and she raised them

to his face with the pleading, reproachful look of a dog that

you chide when he knows he is doing right.
" Not follov/ you !

"
she repeated.

" How am I not to

follow you, when you are going into danger ? I can share it

even if I cannot keep it off
;
and you tell me I must go back

to London ! You cannot mean it. I don't think you quite

understand."
" That 's the truest word you have said yet," was his

answer; "but I do understand that, for your own sake, you

ought not to be here now. Still, if you persist in accom-

panying
' a beggar on horseback,' you ought to have your

share of the saddle, till we get down."

With these words, he took her by the hand, and braced his

foot in the stirrup to afford a purchase for her ascent. In

one bound she stood on his instep, light and buoyant as a

bird
;
in another, she was seated before him with her arm

round his neck, and her comely smiling face very near his

own. It might have been the exertion, or the novelty of the

position, or something he whispered, with his lijDS close to

hers, that turned Waif crimson, and then deadly pale. She

seemed more out of breath now, clinging to the rider, than

she had been awhile ago walking beside his horse. Kater-

felto, in obedience to his master's hand, broke into a canter
;

before she spoke another word, they were nearing a hamlet,

of which the smoke was visible above the trees, when she

made shift to ask in a trembling voice if she might not be

set down, and taken up again when they had passed through ?

For answer, John Garnet laughed, and increasing his pace,

dashed along the street at a gallop. When he relapsed once
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more into a walk, tlie startled villagers had been left two

miles behind.

Waif's nerves were of the firmest, and she had now re-

covei'ed some of her self-possession, no easy matter for a

woman who finds herself seated on the same horse with the

man she loves. Her heart beat fast indeed, and the colour

came and went in her cheek
;
but she could review the situa-

tion calmly, and resolved that now was the time to explain

all she had done, all she intended to do in John Garnet's

behalf. Even those women, whose station renders them

slaves of custom, like other slaves, assume the wildest freedom

when they have elected to throw off the yoke ;
but this gipsy-

girl, an unsophisticated child of nature, had no scruples to

vanquish, no social laws to break, found nothing to restrain

the ardent expression of her feelings, save the innate delicacy

of a proud and loving heart.

It was not, therefore, without such a blush and downward

glance, as few men could have withstood, and none, perhaps,

less firmly than John Garnet, that she announced her reso-

lution.

"
I shall hold by you to the last. I shall never desert you

till you have performed your task in safety. It is right you
should know it. But—but—I cannot expect to accompany

you like this. Only promise that you will not try to leave

me behind, and never fear, but I can find my way from place

to place, and be at hand when I am wanted, without shaming

you by my presence. The gipsy-girl is proud to give her

life for you, though you may blush to acknowledge one of

my people as your friend !

"

" Blush !

"
repeated John Garnet, and perhaps because

their faces were so near together, the blushing seemed all on

the other side.
"
I would never blush to own a true friend ;

and Waif, my pretty lass, you have proved yourself more than

a friend to-day. You say that I am in danger ;
I know well
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enough that I soon shall be
;
but my head is out of the halter

as yet, and I see not how you could help if it were in !

"

" Out of the halter !

"
said Waif. " How little you fear

and how little you seem to care ! Do you think I was not

listening at the door when Abner Gale came to the Patron

thirsting for the man's blood who took his brother's life ?

You know not our people, John Garnet, nor the gifts that

nature bestows on us, instead of hearth and home, bed and

board, gold and silver, houses and land. Do you beUeve the

gipsy can forget a path once trod, a voice once heard, a face

once seen ? I was dancing in Taunton Fair, when Abner

Gale, one of your priests, as you call them, tossed me a bit of

silver, with a coarse laugh and a brutal jest. The gipsy has

no feelings to wound, no character to sustain, no honour to

defend, but she has the instincts and the memory of a dog

for friend or foe ! Parson Gale had better have bitten his

tongue through and kept his silver in his pocket. I know

his home, his habits, his haunts, his vices, as I know my own

ten finders. I listened because I hated him. But when I heard

more, I listened on, because—because I loved you I
"

It was wrong, no doubt, scandalous, shocking, if not entirely

without excuse
;
but something in the proximity of those two

young faces again made the girl blush deeper than before.

" There are no secrets too close for the Patron," continued

Waif,
" and as you have seen, people come from far and near

to consult his art. This man's errand was to discover your

hiding-place and hunt you down to death. He gave the

Patron money—golden guineas
—I heard them jingle. He

was in earnest—bitter earnest, and so am I !

"

" But what said the Patron ?
"

asked her listener.
" I

thought he was my friend."

" The Patron is every man's friend," answered Waif,
'' who

is willing to do him service, or to pay him gold. He promised

to betray you when the moon was full, but that very night he
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sent you out of London on his own affairs, and I followed

close, lest evil should befall, for I knew you were journeying
to the West."

Laughing lightly, he asked if that was a dangerous quarter,

and whether the Wise Men, who came there from the East,

were ancestors of her own ?

But Waif scorned to enter on the subject of genealogy with

one who could neither believe nor understand her claims to

a descent co-eval with the earliest history of man. Her tone

was gi-ave and almost stern, while she looked him steadfastly

in the face, and proceeded with her warning.
" When a stag goes down to the water, where an enemy

waits to take away his life, the voice of a child, or the wave

of a woman's hand, is enough to turn him back into the moor.

Abner Gale lives in the very country to which you are bound.

I know the man, John Garnet, and I will save you from his

vengeance, though I swing for it—there ! Now will you let

me come with you and help you as best I can ?
"

John Garnet did not hesitate long. True, he was unable to

stifle certain scruples, while he reflected on the dangers
into which this wilful girl was running of her own accord, on

her loss of character, if indeed she had any character to lose,

and the inconvenience he would himself experience in ac-

counting for such a travelling companion, however well

disguised ;
above all, on the advantage he was taking of a

professed devotion, that exchanged, as he could not but admit,

the pure gold of sincere affection for a baser metal, com-

pounded of gratitude, vanity, and self-indulgence. But men
have seldom far to seek for an excuse when they would do

that which is pleasant and convenient rather than right ;
so

John Garnet persuaded himself that to make this beautiful

girl an assistant of his schemes, and comrade in his dangers,

was an act of self-denial and loyalty vouching for his fealty

to the exile whom he called his lawful king.
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"Agreed !

"
said he

;

"
and, now, Waif, if you are really to

help me, I must tell you my plans."

He never forgot this ride through the summer's afternoon.

The yellow light that glimmered in copse and dingle. The

glare on the white road they travelled. The distant lake

that gleamed like a sheet of silver—the brook at his feet,

that brawled and gurgled and broke into bubbles of gold.

The bloom of wild flowers, the song of birds, the murmur of

the breeze, the lowing of kine, the deep rich meadows, the

stretching uplands, and, over all, that sunny haze which

veiled without hiding the distance, and added its crowning

grace to the beauties of a landscape that became fairer and

fairer, the further he journeyed towards the West.

Katerfelto paced proudly on, while John Garnet poured in

a willing ear the details of his journey, and the manner in

which he proposed to turn the tables on an adversary who

had despoiled him of his money, and could lay claim to his

horse. It was difficult to make her understand how the

stake could have been lost.

"
For," said Waif,

" the Patron bids the cards come out

just as he likes. It seems so easy, if a man has only the use

of eyes and hands ! This lord must be very clever with

his fingers, cleverer even than you !
"

"
It's not all cleverness," he answered, impatiently.

" There's

such a thing as luck, and I never held a card all night."

Waif stared and made a motion with her slender fingers,

the import of which it was impossible to misunderstand.

" But that would have been dishonourable," protested John

Garnet.

"Dishonourable!" repeated Waif. "Why? When you

sit down, you do not mean to be beat. It is only a trial of

skill, like a race or a wrestling-match. Let the best man

win. Why is it dishonourable ?"

Despairing to explain to this untutored mind the code of
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fair-play as practised amongst so-called men of honour, John

Garnet proceeded to discuss the means by which, in a few

houi'S, he hoped to equalise the chances of Fortune, and

reimburse himself for his previous losses. Of his scheme

Waif greatly approved, holding, nevertheless, to her first

opinion, that it would have been wiser to win by fraud than

to lose by ill-luck, but promising her hearty assistance in all

parts of the plan he proposed to carry out.

Thus conversing, they arrived at the outskirts of a country
town

;
and here, before John Garnet could suggest that he

should alight and lead the horse on foot, thus to avoid the

remarks that might be provoked by its double burden. Waif

glided like water from the saddle, slipped through a tangled

hedge by the way-side, and disappeared. In vain, standing

high in his stirrups, he peeped and peered over the obstacle
;

in vain he galloped to the gate, and searched and traversed

the whole meadow, calling her loudly by name. The girl

had vanished; and riding thoughtfully into the town, her

late companion, for the second time since daybreak, won-

dered whether he was under the spell of some unholy witch-

craft, or was really awake and in his right mind.



CHAPTER X.

MARLBOROUGH DOWNS.

" Ah ! them was good times for we ! I often wish as we'd

Galloping Jack back again."

The speaker, a lame old ostler, clattering about his stable-

yard in wooden clogs, with a bucket in each hand, addressed

himself to an unseen individual at the taproom window, who

blew out large clouds of tobacco-smoke in reply.
" He was free, he was !

"
continued the ostler,

" as free

with a guinea as you and me with a shilling. I"ll wager a

quart as he was a gentleman born, right or wrong. Such gold

lace as he wore ! and such horses as he rode, to be sure !

"

The old man seemed lost in admiration of the memories

called up by Galloping Jack.

" What's gone with him 1
"

asked the unseen smoker in

the taproom.
" What's gone with 'em all ?" said the other, angrily. "A

nightcap and a nosegay, I doubt, like the rest. But he

loved his perfession, did Galloping Jack
;

an' many's the

pleasant ride he took across the Down, and what not, afore

he mounted his wooden horse on Tyburn Hill."

" We'll hope it never came to that," replied the other,

with something of amusement in his tone.

" Ah ! I'm afeared it's past hoping and praying for too,"

said the ostler. "But it's a gentleman's trade," he added,
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reverting to his own professional view of the highwayman's

calling ;

" a gentleman's trade—I've always said so. Look

what cattle they can afford to keep !

"

" You're a judge of such matters, I suppose," observed the

smoker in the taproom,
" Man and boy," answered the other,

"
I've been about

horses nigh fifty year. If I don't know a good nag when I

see 'un, master, well, I'd better give out, an' take on with

some likelier trade."

" That's the right sort you dressed over awhile ago," con-

tinued the smoker, leaning out of window, and showing a

tall, active frame, surmounted by a swarthy face, with the

eager expression of a hawk.

The ostler set his bucket down, and winked.
" You're a judge," said he,

"
you are, and so you ought.

There's a many passes through your hands. Master Cooper,

but I never see you with such a nag as this here. He's a cut

above you, everyway
—he is."

" That's a good one !

"
answered the dark man, with a

boastful laugh.
"
Why, Ike, you old fool ! I tell you I owned

that very horse myself, and I (jave him—gave him away as a

present to a friend of mine."
" But how came GalloiDing Jack to part with him ?

"
asked

the ostler, much interested.
"
I knowed the horse, bless ye,

as well as the horse knowed me, when he came into the yard

not two hours back
;
but he's in the hands of a real gentleman

now, and as pretty a rider as ever drew a rein through his

fingers. There was something about his seat as put me in

mind of Jack, too, and something in the way he carried his

hands
;
but I can't call to mind seeing Jack without a mask

on. Speak up, Master Cooper : it couldn't be the man him-

self, could it now ? I never heerd as he'd swung for sure."
" Who knows !

"
answered the other, with a harsh laugh.

" You water your horses, and mind your own business, Ike,
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and I'll tell the drawer to give you a pot of ale when you
come into the house."

Now John Garnet, sitting after dinner at an open window

above the stable-yard, overheard the foregoing conversation,

and resolved straightway to take advantage of his own like-

ness to the missing hero, whose horse he had so strangely

appropriated. Katerfelto seemed well known in these parts

as the property of Galloping Jack, and, indeed, an animal of

such remarkable beauty was sure to be recognised by anyone
concerned with horses who had ever seen it before. If the

rider's figure, too, resembled the highwayman, who had been

in the habit of concealing his features in a mask, it was quite

possible that he, John Garnet, riding the best horse in Eng-

land, might, so long as it suited his purpose, be mistaken for

the enterprising person known on the Great Western Hoad as

Galloping Jack.

At a glance he perceived how such a confusion of characters

would facilitate a project he had been maturing all day
—a

project that, after a few hours' rest and refreshment at the

wayside inn, it seemed quite practicable to carry out before

nightfall. To rob a coach single-handed, that contained four

well-armed men, of whom he had reason to suppose one at

least would fight to the death, seemed a bold stroke
;
but

while he looked to the loading of his pistols, the fitting of

his saddle, the feeding and bridling of his horse, and all the

details on which his very life depended, he entertained but

little fear for the result. His plan, though desperate in

its nature, was not without discretion. He had ridden for

two days ahead of Lord Bellinger's carriage, and had now

turned back on his track. By sunset he calculated that

the travellers would arrive at a solitary clump of trees he

had marked in the lonely plain, on Marlborough Downs.

Here he might conceal himself, shoot one of the horses, as it

passed, and leaping out, stun my lord with the butt-end of
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his pistol. The servants, he hoped, would be so panic-

stricken, that in the confusion he might possess himself

of the papers he required, and rely on Katerfelto's speed

to make his escape. All this he had confided to Waif, and

now Waif was not forthcoming, though she had promised

him assistance, of some mysterious nature she seemed

unwilling to explain. Well, he must do it single-handed,

that was all, and let Galloping Jack bear the blame.

The landlord looked after him with approval as he rode

out of the inn yard an hour before sunset. His wife and

her maids lavished admiring glances on the handsome coat

and graceful seat of this comely horseman
;
while old Ike,

drawing his hand down Katerfelto's firm smooth quarters,

blessed him as he went. Golden opinions had the stranger

won from each and all
; yet each and all, if examined on

oath, would have sworn they believed him to be a man who

earned his daily bread by crimes that the law punished with

death. Who but a highwayman would order so costly a dinner,

such choice wine, and leave both almost untouched ? Who
but a highwayman would bow to the very kitchen scullion

like a courtier, while he scattered a handful of silver in her

dirty aj)ron, or fling a guinea (his last guinea) at old Ike's

head, whilst the ostler held the stirrup for him to get on.

They looked meaningly in each other's faces as he disap-

peared, riding steadily towards the endless down, and old

Ike, with the tears standing in liis eyes, clattered back to

his brooms and stable-pails, muttering,
" He always A\ur

free-handed, an' now he's gone liis ways again for good, an'

I sha'n't never see him no more !"

John Garnet rode slowly on at a pace that should husband

Katerfelto's powers. The sun was alread}^ set when he

arrived at the clump of trees where he meant to lie in

ambush
;
but he passed it, unwillingly enough, and affected

to proceed on his journey ;
for lonely as seemed the wide
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expanse of down, its solitude was broken by a motionless

figure, to all appearance intently on the watch.

His business admitted of no observers. After a moment's

hesitation he turned on his track, and rode straight to the

figure, as if to ask his way.

In the twilight, he made out a tall dark man, who might
have been a shepherd but for want of sheep and sheep-dog,

and who never moved a limb while he approached.
"
My friend," said the horseman,

"
I have forgotten some-

thing at the inn I left an hour ago. If you will take a

message back you shall have a crown-piece for your pains."

The other pointed to the London road.
"
I can earn a

crown-piece without walking three miles for it," said he,

"and so can you, Master Garnet, if you'll stay where you

are."

John Garnet fairly started at the sound of his own name.

"Who the devil are you?" he exclaimed, "and what are

you doing here?"
" I am here on yoiw business," was the unexpected

answer.
" You're about a tough job, sir, and you'll do it,

never fear, but not single-handed."
" I don't know what you mean," replied the other

; adding,

after a moment's consideration, "did I not see you this

afternoon smoking in the taproom of the inn?"
"
Very like," said the man, composedly.

"
I've seen you

many more times than ever you've seen one. Why, now,

you look quite astonished that a gentleman can be put down

by a plain man ! Well, it's no use beating about the bush,

I'm here to look after you because Thyra bade me
come."

"
Thyra !" repeated John Garnet, with an air of sudden

enlightenment :

"
what. Waif do you mean ?

"
Why you

must be Fin Cooper."
" That's my name in your patter," said the gipsy ;

" now
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I'll tell you my business. Stay, all that will keep : I hear

the roll of wheels. In ten minutes the coach we are both

looking for will be plodding up the hill. Go in with a

will ! Do it your own way, there'll be plenty to help when

the time conies. Take what you want, and leave us,

Romanies, the pickings. There's half a score here that go

share and share alike."

John Garnet had little time to demand an explanation, or

indeed to make up his mind. Already he could distinguish

Lord Bellinger's coach labouring slowly up a slight ascent,

crowned by the clump of trees before mentioned. He with-

drew himself into their shelter, and scanned, as well as the

failing light permitted, the strength of the party he had

determined to attack. It happened that the servant whose

duty it was to ride ahead from stage to stage had fallen to

the rear
;
and this accounted for his missing that fore-runner,

on whom he had calculated to warn him that his prey was

drawing near. This increased the defending force to five
;

including my lord, a coachman, and two footmen
;
of whom

one carried a blunderbuss, and was impeded moreover by
the charge of Mistress Rachel.

Of his own auxiliaries he knew nothing. Wherever the

half-score mentioned by Fin Cooper were concealed, not a

man but the tall gipsy had yet shown himself, and he

seemed unarmed by so much as a stick. Nevertheless, the

coach was close upon them now. Lady Bellinger's peevish

tones might already be heard from the inside.

Unseen in the black shadow of the trees, he took a pistol

from his holsters—Katerfelto standing like a rock—and

sighted the near wheeler. Simultaneously with the report of

the weapon and two female shrieks, the animal fell dead, shot

through the brain, bringing down its coach-fellow across its

body, in a confused turmoil of snortiugs, plungings, and

broken harness.



96 KATERFELTO.

In an instant my lord had whipped out of the carriage,

sword in hand, with his coat torn up the back from

the vigour with which my lady pulled at it in her fright.

Determined, nevertheless, to sell his life dearly, and

ready, to do him justice, for a fight at any odds, right

or wrong.

The mounted servant, crying
" Thieves !" and "Murder!"

turned his horse, and rode away at a gallop ;
while the foot-

man who carried the blunderbuss, shaking himself clear of

Mistress Rachel, dropped on his knees, and begged pitifully

for life.

His fellow, however, being of a bolder nature, snatched

the weapon out of his hand to point it full in John Garnet's

face, and pulled the trigger like a hero.

It only flashed in the pan ; somebody had been tampering

with the firearms at the last stopping-place. The assailant

was in no real danger but from Lord Bellinger's naked steel.

That nobleman made at him fiercely enough ;
and though

Katerfelto answered rein and spur, as if well-trained in

such hand-to-hand conflicts, John Garnet might have been

obliged to use fatal means in self-defence, but that half-a-

dozen figures sprang like magic from amongst the trees
;
a

cloak was thrown over my lord's head, while he was dragged

to the earth
;
the servants were securely gagged and bound

;

my lady and Mistress Rachel compelled with hideous threats

to keep silence
;
and the original aggressor found himself at

liberty to rifle the carriage unmolested, and take what he

required.

There was no difficulty in finding the warrants. With

these, and the hundred guineas he had lost, safe in his

pocket, John Garnet turned Katerfelto's head towards

the down, pausing one moment to thank the gipsies for

their timely aid, and impress on them the necessity of

mercy towards their captives. In that moment Waif's
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hand clasped his own, and Waif's voice murmured in

his ear :

"
My tribe have done you good service, leave the rest to

me. I do not say farewell, for it would break my heart to

think we should not meet again !

"



CHAPTER XL

A PECULIAR PEOPLE.

It is only fair to state that Lord Bellinger writhed and

struggled with a vigour not to have been expected from his

attenuated frame, much to the delight of his captors, who

were inclined to treat him more leniently than if he had

submitted, like his footman, without show of resistance.

This champion they kicked and belaboured to some purpose,

while they pinioned his fellow-servant, from whose readier

hands they had wrested the harmless blunderbuss, and

threatened him in frightful language if he ventured to stir a

finger. To my lady, though insisting that she should retain

her seat in the carriage, they behaved with extreme polite-

ness. She was afterwards heard, indeed, to protest that the

robber-chief, as she called Fin Cooper, seemed a perfect

gentleman ;
that he had a distinguished air, and for a black

man—though, in a general way, she could not abide black

men (Lord Bellinger being as black as a crow)
—was by no

means ill-looking.

Mistress Rachel, too, while frightened and hysterical, as

behoved her station, clung persistently to the arm of a stout

gipsy, who mounted guard over her person, entreating him, in

piteous terms, to respect her youth, and, above all, to protect

her from the insults of his comrades
; lavishing on him tender

glances, and contrasting his assured demeanour with the
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cowardice of her late admirer, whose very teeth chattered for

dismay. My lord, in the meantime, with a swarthy fellow at

each limb, lay helpless on his back, cursing volubly, but

losing neither presence of mind nor temper. Indeed, when

he had sufficiently relieved his feelings by such ebullitions,

and perceived that no violence was offered to Lady Bellinger

or her maid, the situation seemed to strike him as ludicrous,

and, bursting into a laugh, he called on the gipsies to release

him, promising, on his honour, that no further resistance

should be offered by himself, or his servants, to the continua-

tion of their frolic.

Fin Cooper took him at his word. Exchanging a few short

sentences with Waif in his own Romany language, unin-

telligible to the captives, he raised Lord Bellinger to his feet

and restored the rapier which had been wrested from that

struggling nobleman.
" You are a Gorgio Raia," said he,

" and I but a Romany
Chat. Nevertheless, there is honour among thieves, and I'll

trust yours if you'll trust mine."
"
I cannot speak your

language," answered his lordshijD ;

" but your manners are

those of a perfect gentleman. Pray select from my coacli

whatever articles you fancy, except her ladyship, my wife,

whose health does not admit of her taking exercise on foot,

and I would venture to suggest that, in rifling the sword case,

no violence be used. It contains three bottles of excellent

Chambertin, which it \YOuld be a pity to break. I can only

regret that I am not better prepared to entertain so large a

party."
" You're made of the right stuff," answered Fin Cooper ;

" and another time you'll know that a Romany Glial means

a gipsy lad, and a Gorgio Raia a nobleman of the Gentiles.

We'll drink your health, my lord, never fear, and give yourself

and your lady a share, if you'll condescend to wet your lips

on the same cup with us. Now, pals," he added, turning
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to the gang,
" take what you want and let us be off. High

Toby 's a good game for the winner, but it's best to play it

out before the moon gets up."

The gipsies then proceeded to appropriate the contents of

the coach, exchanging grins and smiles and whispered con-

gratulations in their own language on the value of their prize.

Only Waif stood aloof, gazing into the darkness, where the

grey horse and his rider had long ago disappeared.

Presently a scream from my lady announced that some

tawny hand was laid on her jewel-case. "My diamonds!"

she exclaimed
;
and tears of real distress rose in her eyes, as

she raised them to Fin Cooper's face.
" Oh ! sir ! I beseech

you, let me keep my diamonds. For pity's sake, do not send

me back into the great world naked and ashamed, without so

much as a clasp of brilliants to fasten round my neck !

"

" I do believe as her ladyship would rather lose her maid

than her jewels," wliispered Rachel, with a glance at her

swarthy guardian, that intimated no great disinclination to

be retained as a pledge instead.

My lord laughed.
"
I would play you for the set, and wel-

come," said he.
" But though you will find a pack of cards

in every pocket of the coach, the devil a guinea have I left to

stake. It's a pity," he added,
"
for just now I'm in a vein of

luck. Only last night I won five games running of our friend

on the grey horse, though it seems to be his turn now !

"

"Galloping Jack is hard to beat at any game he chooses to

play," answered the gipsy, in whose ear Waif had whispered

a few hurried words.
"
Nevertheless, win or lose, he's far

enough by this time. It takes a bird of the air to catch Jack

when he gets his spurs into the grey."
" Confound him !

"
said his lordship heartily, reflecting

that, by all the rules of fair-play, this enterprising highway-
man was now riding into safety with his money on his horse.

'' Drink up your liquor, my good friends, and let us make
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some arrangements for the future. I presume you do not

wish us to remain unsheltered on the downs all nio-ht ?
"

" Not an inch will I stir without my diamonds !" exclaimed

his wife.
" Mind that, my lord. If they go into captivity, I

go too !

"

" And I humbly hope, as is my boundeii duty, to attend

your ladyship," added Mistress Rachel, trying hard to blush,

while she stole another look in her guardian's gipsy face.

Fin Cooper scratched his handsome black head in some

perplexity. Of 'all incumbrances, the last he would have

chosen was a lady of quality, Avith her waiting gentlev/oman.

How was he to get them to the tents ? What was he to do

with them when there ? If retained as hostages they would

give more trouble than they were worth
;
and such a specula-

tion promised no great profit, for Lord Bellinger's easy in-

difference seemed to infer neither high ransom nor prompt

payment. Fin would rather have foregone jewels, lad\^, and

lady's-maid, than be hampered with all three.

Again he consulted Waif, and, after the interchange of a

few brief sentences in their own language, of which my lord»

listening intently for all his assumed carelessness, could only

catch the words " fakement
"

(a piece of Avork),
" fashono

"

(fictitious), and " balanser
"

(a pound sterling), cleared his

brows, and made a profound bow to her lad3^shi|), with all the

politeness of a dancing-master.
" The Romany in his tent," said he,

" can be courteous as

the Gorgio in his castle. If the Rawnie (lady) sets such store

by her gew-gaws, let her keep them and Avelcome ! When
she walks in her jewels among the great ones of the earth,

she will think not unkindly of the Romany raklo (the gipsy

lad) who wished her good luck and good speed on Marlborough

Downs."

He had learned from Waif, whose exj^erience Avhile in the

Patron's service taught her many a strange secret, that the
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diamonds were but paste, and, witli characteristic prompti-

tude, seized the opportunity of affecting a princely magnifi-

cence at trifling cost.

Her ladyship, who must have known, while she obstinately

ignored, the truth, was disappointed beyond measure. In

her own circle many romantic stories were told of the courtesy

shown by highwaymen to ladies of gentle birth. She expected

no less than to redeem her jewels by some such harmless

gallantries as those practised in a game of forfeits, and would

have felt little disinclination to dance a rigadoon by moon-

light on the level turf with this well-made gipsy for a partner.

It seemed a bad comphment that he should give her up the

best share of his booty, and never so much as ask to kiss her

hand in return.

My lord burst out laughing, and offered his snuff-box.

"By St. George," said he, "you must be the king of the

gipsies himself. A man who jiresents a lady with a set of

diamonds, and makes no more to-do than I would about a

bunch of flowers, ought to sit on a throne
; and, excuse my

freedom, in an unpatched pair of breeches. May I ask the

gentleman's name to whom her ladyship is so deeply indebted,

and whose generosity is only equalled by the simplicity of

his dress ?
"

The gipsy's black eyes shot a cunning glance in his

lordship's face. Its expression was so good-humoured and

mirthful, that it was obvious no insult could be intended
;

and the slender hand that had stolen like lightning to a

knife in his girdle was as quickly withdrawn.

"They call me Fin Cooper," said he, frankly, "in the

patter of the Gorgios ;
but if your lordship ever condescends

to visit our camping-ground, ask for Kaulo Vardo-mescro

(Black Cooper), and you shall receive a brother's welcome in

the tents. Praia (brother), there is my hand upon it 1"

With a gravity that was in itself ridiculous, the pair



A PECULIAR PEOPLE. 103

shook hands
;
while my lady, in tones of extreme impatience,

demanded " how much longer they were to remain on the

open down, and what was to be done next?"

Again there was a whispered consultation among the

gipsies, and again Waif was called into council. Fin Cooper

then addressed his prisoners with a calm dignity, such as

Lord Bellinger had many times seen attempted unsuc-

cessfully in the legislative chamber to which he be-

longed.
"
My lord," said he,

" and especially my lady, it gives me

great uneasiness that I should be obliged to cause you incon-

venience. My brothers, however, will not hear of your being

released till they have gained two hours start. By that

time," he added, looking up at the stars,
"

it will be nearly

eleven o'clock. You will find a good inn, not three miles

from this spot, where I will take care that beds and supper

are prepared. You will, I hope, be comfortably lodged

before midnight. In the meantime, it will be necessary to

secure your acquiescence by binding you hand and foot.

Excuse the liberty, my lord and my lady, it is but for a

couple of hours."

"And who is lo unbind us when eleven o'clock strikes?"

asked her ladyship, in tones of exceeding disquiet.
" Unless you leave somebody on purpose !" added Mistress

Rachel, with a titter,

"
I don't see the necessity," observed my lord, tapj)ing his

snuff-box
;

"
you have trusted my honour once to-night, why

not put me on mj imvole again ?"

Fin Cooper pondered. It seemed a good jest enough to

leave the party he had captured huddled together on the

open down, tied hand and foot, as it were, in imaginary

fetters by Lord Bellinger's word of honour alone
;
but how

if his lordship, treating the whole affair also as a jest, should

turn the tables, and proceed to raise the country in pursuit
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directly his captors had withd rawn ? On whose side would

the laugh be then ?

It speaks well, both for gipsy and nobleman, that Fin's

hesitation was of no long continuance.
"
I think the Gorgio means fair," he whispered to Waif,

"for all he wears a clean shirt on his back. Am I a fool

to trust him, my sister, or is he fool enough to respect

my trust? We could hardly, without hurting them, tie

them up so tight but that they might release one another

in the space of two hours
;
and this job will look quite black

enough as it stands, without cruelty. It's highway robbery,

Thyra, and, I fear, something like what the Gorgios call high
treason to boot

' You are wise, my sister, and know these

Gentiles well ; counsel me what to do."

Waif reflected for a moment ere she answered, gipsy-like,

by a parable.
" Do you remember, brother," said she,

" how one night in

the apple-water country, on the banks of the Wye, we took

a rooster off his perch, and brought the poor dazed chiriclo

(bird) into our empty barn by the light of a single lanthorn ?

How Mother Stanley bade us lay the fowl's bill against the

bare boards, and draw from it a line of white chalk to the

far edge of the threshing-floor ? and how the helpless crea-

ture never so much as lifted its beak from the spot to which

it believed itself tied ? Brother, you speak the truth when

you say I know the Gorgios. They are like that foolish

barn-door fowl. This Raya here is a game-cock of their

choicest breed. At his own time, in his own wav, he

will strut, and flght, and crow as lustily as the best chan-

ticleer of them all
;
but tie him up in his word of honour,

and he will no more stir an inch out of that imaginary circle

than Aunt Stanley's fowl moved from the line of chalk on

our barn floor. I have spoken brother, let us go hence."

The gipsy turned to his prisoner.
"
My lord," said he,

" I
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will trust your lordship's word. You shall promise, as a

gentleman, not to stir in your own person, nor to permit one of

your people to leave this spot, till two hours of the night are

fairly past. On this understanding j^our whole party shall

at once be set free, and the Romanies will take their leave,

humbly wishing your lordship good-night."
" You'll give me back my watch," said Lord Bellinger,

feeling in his empty fob, with a shrug of his shoulders, "or

how shall I know when the time is expired, and we may put
the horses to ?"

Fin Cooper laughed. He liked a man who never threw a

chance away, while at the same time he knew the value of

a heavy gold watch set in diamonds.

.
" Look well at that fir-tree, my lord," said he, pointing

upwards; "when the moon, now rising, has cleared the

second branch from the top two hours will have elapsed,

and you can depart."
"
If you know the time so exactly [without a Avatch,"

replied his lordship,
"
you can have no use for miue. How-

ever, it's a prett}^ keepsake enough, and you're welcome to

it. But harkA^'e, my friend, one word before you go. Is

there no chance of our being beset by other gentlemen of

your profession ? You've left nothing for them to take, 'tis

true, except the clothes on our backs
;
but the disappoint-

ment might make them harder to deal with than you have

been yourselves. You couldn't afford us a guard, could you ?

That pretty boy, for instance," glancing at Waif, who shrank

hastily behind the others,
" and a couple of stout fellows, in

case there should be a fight."

Nobody but Mistress Rachel seemed disappointed at the

gip.sy's answer.

"It is needless," he said; "our patrin will hold you

unharmed, as if your coach was surrounded by an escort of

Light Horse."
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" Your patrin ? What is that ?" asked my lord.

" The sign that none of our people will pass unnoticed,"

said the gipsy; "that not one of the jDrofession dare dis-

regard, from the best galloping gentleman on the road to the

poor cly-faker who pulls an old woman's petticoat off a

hedge. I will set it for you at once."

Thus speaking, he drew his knife from the sheath, and

cut three crosses, side by side, in the turf, north, south,

east, and west of the party. This done, the word was given
to march

;
and in less than a minute these strange assailants,

who seemed to have the facility of deer and other wild

animals in availing themselves of any irregularity in the

ground, had disappeared from the surface of the downs,

though a moon already nearly fidl was shining brightly

above the horizon.

My lord looked after them in silence as they vanished.

Then, turning to his wife, observed, with a meaning smile,
"
They have left you your diamonds, my dear. I w^onder

where they learned to know brilliants from paste 1
"

Her ladyship, an image of outraged dignity, was sitting

bolt upright in the back of the coacli.

"Their leader is a perfect gentleman," she replied, "and

would no more rob a lady of her trinkets than he would

allude to her misfortunes. There are noblemen of position

who might take example by the gracious manners and high

bearing of this mysterious gipsy."

The taunt, if meant for such, was lost on her husband.

"Two hours," he yawned; "two hours all but five minutes

at the best. How shall we get through two mortal hours ?

There is moonlight
—that's a comfort

;
and our friends have

left us the cards. I wdll sit in the coach, and play your

ladyship a game at picquet."
" What shall we play for ?" said my lady.
" For love !

"
said my lord, and began to deal.



CHAPTER XII.

MARY LEE.

Threading like a herd of red deer the slioht undulations

of the down, it took the gipsies but a few minutes to with-

draw from the scene of their late outrasfe. In less than an

hour they had approached tbeir own camping-ground, where

the tents were already pitched by wives and comrades, the

kettles already singing over the twinkling fires of their

bivouac. They travelled fast, at a long swinging trot, shifting

their bundles from one to another as they went. Fin Cooper
and Waif remained in rear of the party, the former arguing
that it Avas the post of danger, and, on this consideration,

though she seemed unwilHng to lag behind the others, insist-

ing that the girl should bear him company.
Waif was anxious and preoccupied, strangely luilike her-

self. The black Vardo-mescro had not failed to notice the

change, nor was it in his nature to keep silence when aroused.

Looking suspiciously in his companion's face, he sang a scrap
of an old Romany ditty, that may be thus rendered :

—
" In the month of flowers, between the showers, the cuckoo sings all day.
But the maiden weeps, while the Romany sleeps, and the Gorgio

gallops away.
Too soon, too soon, they are fading in June, and the cuckoo has changed

his say.

And the maiden is dead, and the spring-time fled, when the Gorgio
galloped away."
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His voice was rich and mellow, yet something of harshness

in its tones betrayed the discord within.

" What do you mean by that ?
"
asked Waif, her black eye-

brows coming down in an angry scowl over her black eyes.
" You can interpret it for yourself," was his answer,

"
Thyra, do you remember the red Quantock hills, and the

deep leafy coonibes in the
'

broom-pickers' country
'

long ago 1
"

He spoke in Romany, and she replied in the same lan-

guage. It stuug him to observe that she could not express

herself so readily in their own gipsy tongue as in that of the

Gentiles, with whom she had passed so many years.
"
I remember," said Waif, carelessly.

" What of that ?
"

He looked hurt, and a fierce gleam shot from his dark eyes.
" There was a little gipsy-girl on those red hills," he

answered, "who came to her gipsy-boy for every earthly

thins: she wanted, from a bunch of violets in the ditch to a

bit of mistletoe on the topmost branch of the old oak-tree,

who stretched her little arms for him to carry her on the

tramp when she was tired, who stroked his face every morn-

ing at sunrise, and kissed him every night when he lay down

to sleep.

For that little lass the gipsy-boy would have shed all the

blood in his young body, and he was but ten years old and

five—not yet a man, nor grown to man's stature, but a man

in heart, and a giant in his love for the comely, delicate

gipsy-girl. So he begged hard of father and mother, uncles

and aunts, and he went into her tent with a gift, and prayed

of her people that Ihey would give him Thyra to be his wife.

They promised, Thyra, do you remember? They promised.

They were of the old black race, and the promise of a Lovel

is like the oath of a Stanley or a Lee."

"
It was so long ago !

"
pleaded Waif, in rather a trembling

voice.
" You were always very good to me, Fin. I won't

deny it
;
but it was so long ago !

"
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His face softened
;

liis voice was very sad and tender,

while he repeated her words.

" So long ago ! and yet I see it as clear as if it had been

but yesterday
—the fire smouldering at the tent-door—the

moonshine, silver-white on the Severn Sea—the old grand-

father sitting within, shaping a wooden peg with his knife—
and my little wife crouching in the corner with her black

eyes wide open, like the red hind's calf I had noosed a week

before in Cloutsham Ball. Long ago ! Yes, Thyra, it is

long ago ;
and every day that has gone by, every night that

I have seen it all again in my dreams, scores and brands it

deeper and deeper in my true gipsy heart. There is no '

long

ago' for you and me, Thyra. We have been one ever since

that night when you were promised me by the comely Levels

over the camp-fire. Nothing but death can part us now. My
sweet lass, I will be kind and true, for mine you surely are,

and always will be."

To a woman whose heart was still in her own keeping,

there would have been something inexpressibly touching in

the tender glance of those eyes, naturally so fierce and keen
;

in the gentle tones of that voice, usually so hard, imperious,

and clear. She could not but contrast the gipsy's absorbing

devotion with John Garnet's joyous, good-humoured careless-

ness, and shuddered to think how she loved the first and how

she was beloved by the second ! She temporised
—she pre-

varicated—she said one thing and meant another. Was she

not a woman, though a gipsy ?

" There would be time enough," she protested,
"
to consider

all these matters when the tribe moved farther West to take

up their Avinter quarters in the
'

wrestlers' country,' amongst
the Cornish tors and valleys. There was much to be done

first; tents to strike, a long journey to be made, to-night's

job to be effaced by a speedy change of quarters ;
and you

know us well as I do, Fin," she added, smiling sweetly in his
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face,
" that a storm is brewing clown in the West where we

are bound, and the same wind that brings the Kaulo-chi-

riclo—the blackbird, as the Gorgios call him—back to his own

nest, will blow many a ' balanser
'

of good red gold into the

pockets of the Romany lad who runs his errands. For my
part, I hope with all my heart he'll win !

"

"What matters it to us?" he replied. "Let the Gorgios

fight it out among themselves, and cut each other's throats

for a name, like fools as they are ! King George, or King

Charles, or King James, none of them will put a fowl in the

Romany's kettle, nor a broad piece in his palm, but for

service rendered and risk run. We must help ourselves,

Thyra, take what we want, and keep all we can. Our hand

may well be against every man, for is not every man's hand

against us ? For ages we have been a race apart, and we

must continue so for ever. No Romany lad may wed with

the noblest lady of the Gorgios ;
and for the Romany lass

who listens to love in another tongue, we do not shame her

before our people, but we conceal her, Thyra, we hide her

away, where neither father nor mother, uncle nor aunt,

Romany nor Gorgio, shall ever find her again !"

His voice had grown thick and hoarse, while drops of

sweat stood on the tawny face, now turned to ashen grey.

Waif trembled like a leaf

" I know it," she said
;

" our people never forgive. Fin,

and they never forget."

There was a ring of pride in the last sentence—tribute to

the absent lover, whom even now she could not bring her-

self to wish she might put out of her mind.

They walked on in silence. She had taken his bundle,

and thus laden earned it with a step as free and untiring as

his own. They were half a mile behind the other gipsies,

pacing side by side in the moonshine over the lonely down.

A light twinkled from a solitary farm many a mile away, and
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once only was the stillness broken by the honest bark of a

sheep-dog. The calm pure air, the sweet summer night, the

quiet, the expanse, were all suggestive of those dreams

which have so large a portion in life's reality. Her thoughts

were far away beyond that western horizon, with the grey

horse and its rider. She absolutely started when her com-

panion's voice roused her from the abstraction in which she

was plunged.

He had been watching her narrowly. Fin Cooper was as

dexterous a gipsy as ever stalked a red-deer, noosed a hare,

or SAVung a kettle. Versed in the lore, as in the malprac-

tices of his people, he knew how to tell fortunes by cards or

palmistry ;
to interpret the patrhi of his comrades, the signs

of the zodiac, even the stars of heaven
;
but he could not

read a woman's heai't. This was the last moment he should

have chosen to inculcate a lesson of fidelity and obedience

on his promised wife.

"Thyra," said he, while she turned on him a pale and

dreamy face,
" did your people never tell you the story of

Mary Lee?"
" I have heard something about her," she stammered, with

a frightened look.
" She died, didn't she ? or was lost ?

I—I forget the rights of it."

"
I will tell it you now," said he.

" Take every word to

heart, Thyra, and forget rather the mother that bore you,

than Mary Lee's fault and its punishment.

"She was a beautiful gipsy-girl, sister, such another as

yourself, with eyes like stars, and a voice to coax the bird off

a tree. She lived with her grandam, old Mother Lee, and

her uncle, a stern, thick-set Romany, who seldom spoke, and

never smiled. They said he killed a squire's keeper before

their tribe came south out of the potato-country, and knew
Norwich gaol, inside and out, as well as I know the knife in

my belt. Many a time, when I was a little lad, I've seen
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Mary lifting the kettle off its liook before their tent
;
and

if it hadn't been for you, Thyra, and the word of the Levels,

1 should have thought her the likeliest lass that ever put a

bodkin in a knot of black hair
;
so did a good many more—

Stanleys, Hearnes, Coopers ;
she might have had the pick

of them, besides the best of her own tribe, and the comeliest

of the comely Levels to boot. I've seen many a good round

fought, aye, and knives drawn, too, for a chance word from

Mary Lee.

" And she wouldn't so much as throw away a look on the

best of us ! When Jack Marshall beat the Gorgio light-

weight in fifty minutes, and brought her the battle-money

before he had scarce washed his face or pulled his shirt on,

she called him a fighting blackguard for his pains. We said

in the tents that, gipsy or gentile, the man wasn't born yet

who could put the charm on Mary Lee.

" She did little work at home
; and, except for lifting a

kettle, or setting a tent-peg, kept her hands as clean as a

lady's ;
but she went out by herself to fairs and races,

duhkering for the Gorgios and those who tell fortunes to

the gentlefolks, and came back with gold in both hands.

The old grandmother's kettle was never empty, and they

gave her plenty of liberty to do what she liked. Sometimes

she would stay away a month at a time.

"One summer afternoon a little boy, who had been stealing

nuts in a wood a mile or two from the camp, came back with

a gentleman's riding-glove that he had picked up amongst the

hazels. Mary laughed when she saw it, and bought it of the

child for a crooked sixpence and a whistle. A week after,

when they asked her what she had done wdth the glove, she

said it was lost. That set some of our people thinking.
" Then she went off again about harvest

;
and after she'd

been gone a week, Barney Smith came into the camp, with

a strange story that he had seen a Gorgio lady, the living
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image of Mary Lee, sitting at an open window in
' the book-

fellows' town
'

at the time of Oxford Races. Barney was

doing a little business there with a pedlar's box on his own

account. Though it was a hundred miles off, he came back

directly ;
but when he talked of the pearls and satins she

wore, and the black spots on her face, with powder in her

hair, we all said Barney must have been drunk or dreaming.

That night her uncle sat up to put new soles on his shoes,

and next morning he left the camp at daybreak.

"I was but a lad, Thyra, and as busy as a squirrel. When
a week passed, tlien a month, and still no tidings came of

Mary Lee, I went across the Vinney Ridge to the tents of her

people and^watched. We were lingering in the '

swine-herds'

country,' among the deer in the New Forest, and good times

^Ne had, 1 can tell you, Avith fat venison in the kettles, and fire-

wood for the cutting. I harboured a buck in Bolderwood

once, and watched him for seven hours on a stretch. I've

watched longer than that for you, Thyra. I watched nearly

as long on behalf of Mary Lee.

" The moon had gone down, and the false dawn was peep-

insf between the stems of the old oaks, when I causrht sicfht

of a square, thick figure threading the track among the trees

that led to the Lees' camp. I leaped up, and took him by
the hand. He was trembling all over.

' You are welcome

back. Uncle Ryley,' says I.
' You have made a long journey,

uncle
;
have you returned empty-handed, or did you find

what you went to seek V
" ' The shoes are worn from my feet, brother,' was his

answer.
' For three days and three nights I have gone

without food or rest
;
but 1 took what I wanted, Fin, and I

can hold up my head once more among my people,'

"'Did you hear any news of Mary?' was my next ques-

tion, and my heart rose to my mouth while I asked it, for

he was a strong, fierce man, who would strike with fist or

I
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steel if he was angered, and never give you a chance. I

could scarce believe it was Ryley Lee who answered in that

weak, low voice, with a cheek that had turned grey, like the

ashes of a wood-fire in the dim morninir light.

" '

It is Avell with her,' was all he said,
' but you will see

Mary in our tents no more.'

" ' She is dead !

'

burst from my lips, for there seemed a

smell of blood in my nostrils, and the pale streaks of dawn

grew crimson between the trees.

" '

It is well with her,' he repeated, turning from me into

his tent.
'

Mary Lee has left her people
—dead or alive we

shall see her no more.'

" Then I knew she had paid the price it costs the Romany
maiden who loves a Gorgio too well !

"

Waif had changed colour more than once during the above

recital
;
but though slie looked very pale now, there was a

firm, hard expression in her face that denoted some fixed

purpose no consideration should set aside.

" ' The hawk does not mate with the barn-door fowl,' said

she, 'and the Romany chal marries with the Romany chi,

for surely we are one people ;
but this affects neither you

nor me. Fin. If gipsies cannot trust each other, how shall

we hold our own against the Gentiles ? Mary Lee was a

good-for-nothing hussey ;
Uncle Ryley a cruel, blood-thirsty

monster
;
and here we are at the camp. Take your bundle.

Fin, I've carried it till I'm tired. Yes
;

I'll shake hands

with you. Good-night.'
"

Extricating herself impatiently from the embrace of her

affianced husband, who succeeded, however, in pressing his

lips against her brow, she disappeared within one of the

tents, leaving Fin Cooper outside, a prey to contending

feelings, among which jealousy and susioicion were in the

ascendant. He loved the girl : of that he was quite sure,

and in such a character, love is a fearful motive power for
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good or evil. It possesses also a keen instinct of reciprocity,

not to be deceived, and few conditions are more pitiable

than that of a strong wilful temperament, persuading itself,

against its own convictions, that it is not exchanging gold

for silver, that the ship which carries its whole freight is

not sinking hourly beneath its feet.

The gipsy would have been angered, even to baring of

steel, by any comr-ade who had warned him of that which

his heart began to tell him too plainly, though he dared not

admit it to himself, who had hinted that Thyra loved

another, and that other, one of the forbidden race—which,

for all his Romany pride and Romany prejudices, he could

not but acknowledge superior in every respect to his own.

But he knew it, nevertheless, and only waited an opportunity

to avenge himself on the rival, whom he had identified,

almost to certainty, with John Garnet, alias Galloping Jack,

the highwayman. Even now, he thought it might not be

too late to detach Waif from her unworthy and impossible

attachment. Far into the night Fin Cooper tossed and

turned from side to side, restless and sleepless, because of

his wrongs, his memories, and his feverish longing to have

his hand on John Garnet's throat.

Waif, too, was uneasy and wakeful. She had not listened

to the tale of Mary Lee, without accepting its moral for a

warning to herself Well she knew that in the bloody code

of her people, to love a Gorgio was an offence punished by
death. And she loved a Gorgio ! Aye, loved liim, as she

thought with a thrill of pride, essentially womanly in the

exquisite pleasure it evoked, the more deeply and dearly for

the penalty. No pale-faced girl could care for him like that!

When the time came, she would give him her life, as she had

given him her love, without a murmur or a reproach.

Perhaps, at that moment, he was looking at the very star

on which her eyes were fixed, as it twinkled through the

I 2
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gaps in her brown weather-worn tent. Perhaps, who knows,

in another life, to be spent up there amongst those stars,

they might find themselves together ? and so Waifs dark

eyes closed in that other life, on wliicli we enter every night,

and the girl sank into a peaceful sleep, dreaming calmly of

her love.

' a



CHAPTER XIII.

ON THE SCENT.

Wittingly or unwittingly, nobody ever offended Kater-

felto without regretting it. To do him justice, the Charlatan

had every intention of screening John Garnet from the

avenger of blood, when he started his patient on the Western

Road, in pursuit of Lord Bellinger's ponderous coach-and-

six. The young man, he thought, would prove a useful tool

enough, and he had no objection to do him a kindness into

the bargain, provided it cost nothing, and would turn to his

own advantage ; but, when he discovered Waif was missing too,

before the good grey horse and its rider had been six hours

out of Loudon, he at once connected tlie girl's flight with Jds

absence, whom she had nursed so tenderly, and in a quiet,

remorseless way vowed vengeance upon both.

John Garnet's mission, if fulfilled at all, must be carried

out within three days at farthest. When accomplished, it

mattered little what became of the messenger. Perhaps the

sooner he was set aside the better. What was the cost of a

man and horse, valuable as miglit be the latter, compared
with the interest at stake, with the gains and losses of the

great game in which every player waged life aud fortune on

the result?

Parson Gale, wearying sadly of London, and longing for

his moorland hills, found himself no longer put off with

mysterious hints, and unintelligible jargon ; but, to use his

own metaphor, was laid on the line, like a bloodhound
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resolving to track it, inch for inch, till he pinned his quarry

by the throat.

Many misgivings had the Parson during this, perhaps the

most unpleasant, week he ever spent in his life. Orthodox

in his opinions, however lax in his practice, it went cruelly

against the grain to believe that in seeking Katerfelto's

assistance he was tampering with the powers of darkness.

Many a time, after his coarse pot-house supper, was his sleep

haunted by grotesque visions of the evil one, carrying to

eternal torment a figure in boots, bands, and cassock, that

he recognised for his own. His knees used to shake, and his

short grizzled hair to stand on end, when the Charlatan,

leading him into a dark room, bade him wait patiently, while

inquiries were made of certain intelligences that ought to

have done with things of earth, yet betrayed a marvellous

interest in earthly trifles, earthly follies, and earthly cares.

The minutes seemed lengthened into hours v/hile he sat

motionless, expecting every moment to behold the pale

violet gleam of a corpse-light, to feel the faint flutter of

spirit-fingers, catch the faint breath of spirit-whispers
—

worst of all, to be threatened with the personal manifes-

tation of some obtrusive spirit itself.

Katerfelto, who possessed a strong sense of humour, and

enjoyed a joke for its own sake, even though he had none

with whom to share it, used to describe at length the

discipline, the gradations, the daily life, scenery, and

vegetable productions of the spirit-world; counting its

spheres, explaining its mysteries, and insisting strongly

on the somewhat thick-witted good-nature of its inhabitants.

The Parson's nerves were of no sensitive fibre. He

possessed his share of English bull-dog courage. Give him

a beef-steak, a tankard of ale, and,

" Had a Paynim host before him stood,

He had charged them through and through ;"
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but he was not proof against dangers of whicli be bad

no experience, and could form no conception. Tbe crowning
dread of bis bfe at this period was the apparition of some

luminous figure, clad in misty robes of white, prepared to

answer bis questions evasively in a hollow whisper, lift him

bodily into space for pure fun, and lay in his band a flower

of no terrestrial growth, frcsii and fragrant, but wet with

the dews of another world. It never did ap^Dear to him,

and very thankful he felt that it did notl

It was, therefore, with no slight feelings of relief, that on

his last visit to Deadman's Alle}-, he found the Charlatan

dressed to go abroad, and was invited by that unaccountable

person to partake of a Ijottlo by daylight, rather than await

a manifestation, lasting, in the dark.

" Your servant, sir," said the Parson, flinging his shovel

hat in the corner, while he filled his glass without a second

bidding.
" This looks like business, Doctor, at last. Indeed,

I am sick to death of the town life, and the town ways. But

for your message, I should have been on the good bay nag-

horse, half a day's journey towards Exeter by this time."

"Do they use you so badl}', then ?" asked Katerfelto with

a smile, while he scanned him keenly from under his bushy

eyebrows. "Do they not treat Abner Gale with proper

respect as a West-country gentleman, a noted sportsman, and

a pillar of the Church ? In sad truth, it is a perverse and

ignorant generation."

"Now you're bamming me, Doctor," replied the other,

good-humouredly. "But a man is entitled to his jest who

gives such wine as this. My service to you. Yes, I'll take

a second glass the more willingly, as I shall not have another

chance. I leave London to-morrow at .sunrise, weather

permitting, and before high noon, as we say in the West,

whether or no !

"

"Is it purse or patience that you have worn out?" asked
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Katerfelto
;

" there are means of replenishing the one and

repairing the other."

"Both!" answered the Parson, "A man had as well be

in the Fleet prison, as the coffee-room of a Covent-garden
hotel ! I seem to pay hard money for every breath I draw,

and not to breathe freely after all ! I'm an early stirrer,

Doctor ! man and boy, winter and summer I've been used to

see the sun rise. Ah ! you can breathe in my country like a

grampus, if you choose. Well, I come down to break my
fast at a reasonable hour, and not a creature is afoot in the

whole house but the cat and me. Presently steals in a sli]D-

shod drawer, unbraced, uncombed, unwashed, and scarce

half-awake. The varlet fetches a toast and tankard, may
be, with a knotch from the musty end of a chine that the

rats have gnawned in the night. I fling it at Ins head
;

I

cuff him soundly ;
I kick him round the room in my

stocking-feet, for the other knave will not have cleaned my
boots till noon. Presently I drink my beer, and forgive

him
;
but to make peace with the rogue costs me a crown.

At last I get my coat and hat brushed, band fitted, boots

blacked, and sally forth into the streets. They're full,

Doctor, a man can scarce turn himself round
; yet do I feel

so lonely, that if I was a woman or a child, I should sit

down and cry.
"
I might ride through Exmoor half a summer's day and

never set eyes on a human face, but the curlew seems to

know me as he flits by, with a quiet call of greeting and a

wave of his wide brown wing
—the red hinds, leading their

calves along the ridges, look kindly over their shoulders, and

turn their handsome heads to gaze after me, till they dis-

appear. Why, the very breeze, whispering among the rushes,

has been pilfering in my own garden, not so many miles away.

You know no more than a blind man what morning means

till you've seen the sun rise in North Devon ! I wish I was
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back there now. I will be back there next week if I'm

ahve !

"

" But surely, Doctor," observed Katerfelto, with a covert

smile,
" a man of your presence finds no difficulty in making

acquaintances and even friends. The Londoners are not an

inhospitable people, and are said to be exceedingly kind to

a stranger if he has but money in his pockets."
" Kind enough !

"
answered the other,

"
so long as it costs

nothing. They'll find fair words, I grant, and plenty of them,

at the rate of a guinea a-piece. It was but yesterday two

ladies gave me good-morrow from their coach so heartily, I

made sure I must have met them on Taunton race-course or

may be in the Cathedral close at Exeter.
' Welcome to

London, Doctor,' says one,
' how did you leave your friends in

the West ?
' ' You don't remember me, Doctor,' laughs the

other, as comely a wench as you'll see this side of Devizes
' but I haven't forgotten you, and I wish I could.' So I off

with my hat, and up into the coach without another word,

thinking for sure I had fallen among friends at last, and

would you believe it? the first was an old harridan that might

have been my mother, and the second hussy had scarce a

tooth in her head, besides being raddled witli red paint, and

smelling of brandy fit to knock you down ! Nay, I have done

with your London once for all. If I make good speed, I'll lie

home in time for Dulverton Feast. I'll have no need to look

about for friends there, and I can tell you, Doctor, I've been

parched with strong ale and heady jiort, till I lorjg for a

gallon of cider, if it cost me five shillings a quart. Now we'll

go to business, by your leave. If j^ou've an}^ more to say

in my matters, out with it ! Any Avay, bad or good, let us

settle up and part friends !

"

"I have constrained those to do my bidding who can

furnish the intelligence you recpiire," answered Katerfelto

solemnly.
"
To-night, if you have the courage."
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"
Nay, nay !

"
interrupted the Parson, liis jolly face blanch-

ing at the suggestion,
"
your word is quite enough, Doctor. I

neither doubt you nor them. Name your price, and let us

have done with it !

"

" Go home, then," continued the Charlatan,
" with what

speed you can make. Amongst your own West-country hills

you will find your enemy and the slayer of your kinsman,

John Garnet by name
;
a proper youth, able-bodied, and an

expert swordsman. If I bade you spare him, would you hsteu

one moment to my plea ?
"

He was not listening now. "John Garnet," he repeated,
" John Garnet," grinding the syllables between his teeth as

he branded the name into his memory.
" Look out, John Garnet, and keep yoiu" hands up the first

time you come across Abner Gale !

"

Katerfelto had seen too much of mankind and their worst

passions, to be easily moved
;
but he felt his blood curdle

while he marked the Parson's rubicund cheek turn to a

sallow white. If ever there was murder in a man's face, he

read it now. Perhaps for one short moment he felt com-

punction, but the weakness was soon over.
" He is better

out of the way," thought Katerfelto,
" and things must take

their course."

Thus it fell out that the West-countij parson was riding

steadily homeward over Marlborough Downs the same evening

Lord Bellinger's coach was rifled by the gipsies, and its owner

left a captive in the thraldom of his own word of honour till

the moon rose.

Notwithstanding the nature of his errand, Abner Gale

seemed in high health and spirits.

It was delightful to breathe a free, fresh air, untainted by

the smells of London—to see the sky come down to a wide

horizon uninterrupted by streets and houses—to feel beneath

him the strong elastic action of his good bay horse, and to taste
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at different halting-places a sound and wholesome ale unadul-

terated by the tricks of metropolitan trade. To use his own

words, he was "as happy as a king," yet he never wavered for

an instant in his merciless purpose, never hesitated as to how

he should act when he came face to face with his foe !

Riding along the down, the two subjects nearest his heart

were his supper and his revenge.

The moon was sailing high and clear in an unclouded sky.

Suddenly the Parson drew rein, sitting for an instant motion-

less as a statue : then, urging his horse with hand and heel,

arrived at a gallop in the midst of the unaccountable little

party, of which he had caught sight.

The scene was ridiculous, grotesque, strange enough for a

dream. Two strapping servants in bright liveries paced to

and fro, looking thoroughly frightened and ashamed, none

the less, that both were armed to the teeth. A middle-asred

person in faded finery sat on the ground apart, weeping

feebly and wringing her hands. Five horses harnessed to a

coach stood patiently on the solitary down, while one lay

dead at their feet, and inside the coach were a gentleman
and lady calmly playing cards 1 Abner Gale pulling^ up sud-

denly amongst them, created no little consternation. The

footmen went down on their knees, the middle-aged person
screamed and fell on her back, the horses pricked their ears

and snorted, while a quiet voice inside the coach Avas heard

to exclaim,
"
Me-jyique, my lady ! AVhat ? Another gentle-

man of the road, and on a bay horse this time ! Perhaps,

sir, before proceeding to business, you will kiudly allow us to

finish our game !

"

Lord Bellinger played a winning card, and thrust his head

out of window, laughing heartily at the discomfiture of his

domestics.
" Can I help you ?

"
said the new arrival, in his rough

blunt tones. "I am an honest man enouofh as times go. A
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poor West-country parson, at your service, and my name is

Abner Gale."

" Mr. Gale," replied his lordship, taking off his hat,
"
let

me present you to Lady Bellinger. If you are of the church

militant, reverend sir, you should have been here an hour or

two ago ; you might have seen some fine sport, and taken a

turn at it yourself, to the tune of
'

Wigs on the Green.' It's

too late now, but I think we could have told a different story

could I have found something like a man to back me up !

"

If levelled at his servants, the taunt fell harmless. Their

wits were still abroad, but they felt comforted and reassured

to learn that the second highwayman was but a parson after

all!

" Have you met with an accident, my lord ?" asked Gale,

with a clumsy bow,
"
ill-usage, or misadventure of any kind?

Command my services, I beg, on behalf of yourself and her

ladyship."
" The moon ! the moon !

"
exclaimed Lady Bellinger, much

to the Parson's disturbance, who thought she had gone mad.

"
It's over the tree ! It's eleven o'clock ! Don't stop another

minute 1 Let us drive to the inn at once, and try to forget,

only I never shall forget this dreadful night !

"

So my lord and the servants, with the powerful assistance

of their new auxiliary, got the heavy coach once more into

motion, my lady so far remembering the parson's existence,

as to entreat that he would ride close beside the wheel, and,

if need be, defend them with his life !

The procession soon reached its destination, the same inn

at which John Garnet had dined. Driving into the yard

without its full complement of horses, the servants in a high

state of excitement, everybody talking at once, it was obvious

the coach had been attacked by a highwayman. The old

ostler smiled and winked, the landlord smiled and looked

at his wife, the wife smiled and shook her head, the cook
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smiled, the scuUious smiled, everybody seemed interested

and Avell pleased, more particularly when it transpired that

the assailant, having taken what he wanted, had made his

escape uninjured by so much as a scratch. None seemed

astonished wdien his lordship, inquiring eagerly for particulars

as to the robber and his grey horse, mentioned that the

only clue he had obtained to his identity was the name of

Galloping Jack. The landlord, of course, knew nothing. A
landlord never does know anything. The ostler, on cross-

examination by the stupidest of Lord Bellinger's footmen,

had no recollection of any grey horse in particular. So many

grey horses were put up in their stables, coming and going to

Marlborough market and what-not ? How was he to dis-

tinguish which was which, while the maids, preparing my
lady's chamber, and airing my lady's bed, furnished Mistress

Rachel wdtli so marvellous an account of Galloping Jack,

his exploits and enormities, that the waiting gentlewoman
could not mention his name without a shudder, connectino;

him, by some inexplicable process of reasoning, with all the

myths and terrible personages she had ever heard of, such as

St. George and the Dragon, Blue-beard, and Herod of Jewry,

surnamed the Great.

But Abner Gale, who accepted his lordship's invitation to

supper, and cracked a bottle with him afterwaixls, though he

prudently excused himself from playing cards, had a clear

remembrance of the noted grey horse, whose speed and

endurance were once the topic of every market-table and

every drinking-bout in his own country. From Lord

Bellinger's description of the animal on wdiich his assailant

was mounted
;
and which, by all the rules of gaming, my lord

considered his own property, the Parson gathered that it

could be none other than the famous grey, and that its rider

must have been the celebrated highwayman, whose features

were always masked, but whose figure was so well known at
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all fairs, races, cock-fights, and other sporting or social gather-

ings in the West. Parson Gale, indeed, had only seen the

horse once, and then for an instant, dismounted, as it was led

off to the stable, but his admiring eye had taken its whole

frame in at a glance, and he could recall its make-and-shape,

its points and action, as vividly as those of his own good nag

that he had ridden many scores and hundreds of miles.

"
I always understood the man was hanged," murmured the

Parson, as he laid his head on his pillow,
" but I should know

the horse among ten thousand !

"



CHAPTER XIV.

LESS THAN IQX.

Again is Nelly Carew sitting among the rocks in Porlock

Bay, but the tide is out now, and a broad sweep of wet sand

stretches before her to a low and level line of white that

seems receding farther and farther towards tlie chalk-bluffs

of the distant Welsh coast. The faint moan of the ebb is

melancholy enough, and heavy clouds gathering down Chan-

nel, against the wind, denote a coming storm, but gleams of

sun are still slanting athwart them in pale shafts of light,

and there is a colour in Nelly's clieek, a lustre in her eye,

little in accordance with the dull stagnation of slack water,

the heavy atmosphere of a thunder-storm, speaking rather of

bright thoughts, tranquil happiness, the springtide of health

and youth and hope.

Keen observers might indeed detect a shade more colour

than usual in the soft cheeks, a deeper blue in the speaking

eyes ; but, when young women sit by the sea, in jjleasant

company, such tokens are neither unusual nor out of place.

And Nelly Carew is not alone. By the merest accident—
for how could he tell that this was her favourite haunt in the

afternoon?—a gentleman, with wliom she had lately made

acquaintance, happened to stroll in the same direction as her-

self. Two lonely figures, breaking the solitude of a Avide level

sea-board, if they have ever met before, cannot avoid each
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other, without rudeness. A start—a stop
— a bow— a little

hesitation on one side, a little blushing on the other, and

John Garnet found himself seated on a slab of rock at Nelly

Carew's feet, looking dreamily out to seaward, exceedingly

well satisfied with his place.

The exploit and accompanying outrage, of which Galloping

Jack must henceforth bear the blame, had been thoroughly

carried out. The warrants were burnt, the attainted persons

warned in time to escape. Some had fled the country
—all

had taken precautions for their own safety ; and, thanks to

Katerfelto's speed and endurance, so quickly had this been

done, so suddenly had the assailant of Marlborough Downs

shown himself in the market-place at Taunton, that, like Dick

Turpin of immortal memory, he might have proved an alibi

in any court of law, thanks to the extraordinary powers of

his steed. Many an honest West-country gentleman made

it an excuse for an extra glass now, that, after the king's

health (not specified by name), he must devote a bvmiper to

Galloping Jack and the good grey horse ! But John Garnet

was acute enough to leave on the shoulders of that mysterious

highwayman the whole burden of guilt he had incurred in the

eyes of justice. From his neighbours over the border, in his

own North country, he had learnt the wisdom of an excellent

maxim,
" Jouk an' let the jaw gae bye !

"
In other words,

" Duck your head, and keep under shelter till the storm be

past."

He might remain in hiding, he thought, among these

western wilds till the indignation of the Government had

blown over, the hue and cry become somewhat dulled. Then

he hoped to get quietly on board a fishing-boat, put out into

the wide Atlantic, and so, working his way back again up
Channel, land in safety at some port on the coast of France.

In the mean time, all he had to do was to keep quiet, and

leave the grey horse shut uj) in the stable as much as
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possible. Casting about for a harbour of refuge, he hit upon
the little village of Porlock, a cluster of houses embosomed

in wooded hills, washed by silver waves, shut in from all the

world by moor and mountain, purple peak, and bare grey

headland, clothed in tropical vegetation, calm, beautiful, and

secluded as the first paradise of mankind. Here he thought
he would be secure and tranquil. Here he determined to

take refuge for days and weeks, if only he could endure the

dull, cheerless monotony to which he must make up his mind.

That he should find a soul to speak to, he had never antici-

pated, much less did he dream that here was his Fate, wait-

ing for him with her soft blue eyes, in this peaceful little

hamlet, down by the Severn Sea.

For exercise of the good horse, he would ride Katerfelto on

the sands at midnight, but a man of his habits could not re-

main indoors all day. Soon gathering courage from impunity,

he would leave his humble lodgings betimes to wander about

the neighbourhood, drinking in its beauty, making himself

familiar with every winding coombe, darkling forest, and

stretching moorland for half-a-score of miles around.

Thus it fell out that, returning from one of these expedi-

tions at sunset, he overtook Nelly's grandfather, very infirm

and feeble now, toiling painfully down a steep incline towards

his home.

John Garnet was essentially good-natured, with that good-

nature which springs from a good heart. In an instant he

had offered the old man his arm, and Nelly, who went out to

meet him, was not a little surprised to see her grandfather

leaning on a straight-made, handsome young fellow, in an em-

broidered waistcoat and laced hat, talking volubly, and to all

appearance much pleased with his new acquaintance.

If she thought the stranger good-looking (she declared after-

wards she never thought about it at all) be sure she did not

admit so much, even to herself, though conscious she was

E
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pleased
—a feeling she attributed to the improvement in her

grandfather's spirits, and his obvious delight in his new friend's

society.

Old Carew, shut out for so many years from the conversa-

tion of such men as himself, men of action and adventure,

men of the busy world, felt like the blind restored to sight,

when he heard once more the familiar tones, the familiar

terms, that took him back a score of years at least. It was

pleasant to recognise the well-remembered trick of phrase

and gesture, that is not to be caught by imitation, nor pur-

chased second-hand.
" The man's a gentleman," thought old

Carew,
" a real gentleman ;

and how unlike Parson Gale !

"

He bade him stay to supper of course. He opened in his

honour one of the dozen bottles of choice Ehine wine that had

lasted as many years. He chatted, he chuckled, he coughed

and wheezed, and told his stories, and fought his battles, and

enjoyed his evening thoroughly, while Nelly sat silent at her

needle-work, grateful to the visitor who made grandfather so

happy.

John Garnet was a good listener, none the less perhaps

that his attention often wandered to the blue eyes in the

corner of the room, eyes that rarely met his own, and when

they did were immediately cast down
;
but he put in his ex-

clamations of astonishment, admiration, and approval at the

right places, sympathising with the old man's memories, gentle

to his foibles, tolerant of his garrulity
—and all honour to him

for it, say I.

You do not know what it is to live in the past, you young
men who still possess the illimitable inheritance of the future,

an account that it seems impossible to overdraw. Even the

present is hardly good enough to satisfy you, and you cheat

yourselves out of no little happiness by anticipating to-

morrow, when you should be content with the enjoyment of

to-day. But wait a few years, wait till the to-morrows begin
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to look scantier and scantier, while the yesterdays are counted

by thousands—wait till all that made the pride, the ex-

citement, the happiness of life, is an experience, and not a

hope
—till the good horse has been forgotten by all but your-

self—the true love has been cold in her grave for years
—the

very laurels you have won are become withered garlands, put

away in some neglected hiding-place, only to be brought out

again when the mourners hang them round your tomb i

Then you will know the happiness of living once more, if only

for an hour, if only till the glass is empty, or the tobacco burut

to ashes, in the glowing, thrilling memories of an imperishable

past. Imperishable, for is it not, in truth, the only reality ?

Imperishable, for it cleaves to us during life. Imperishable,

for we are taught to believe that it goes with us into eternity.

Yovi may make an old man happy at trifling cost, if you
will only yield a few minutes of patient attention, while he

wanders back through its well-remembered maze, and loses

himself dreamily in the labyrinth we call life.

Nelly never knew her grandfather so communicative. He
talked till he was thoroughly tired out. Marlborough, Prince

Eugene, the vineyards of France, the swamps of the low

countries, London coffee-houses, foreign theatres, dice, duelling,

midnight revels, and the fierce joys of the old roaring Mohock

days—he had something to recall of each, and seemed nothing

loth to embark on his adventurous godless career once acjaiu

But his voice grew weaker, his chin sank on his breast, the

light in his eye, that had flickered up in transient gleams,

dimmed visibly, and the guest resisting his host's quavering
entreaties to remain, discreetly took leave, thereby earning

golden opinions of Nelly Carew. She opened the door for

him herself. She even condescended to shake hands, and

wished him good-night, with a grateful smile. Walking homo
to his lodgings, through the balmy summer air, with slow and

lingering steps, John Garnet began to think that his term of

K 2
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retirement would be no such dreary penance after all, that,

tinder certain conditions, a man might do worse than settle

down to vegetate at Porlock for the rest of his life.

Had he forgotten Waif ? No ! he told himself A thou-

sand times, No ! He was gi-ateful to her
;
he was interested in

her
;
he pitied the girl from his heart

;
but hers was not the

whisper that seemed floating on the night breeze in his ear,

and it was a pair of blue eyes that peered at him out of the

twilight gloom whichever way he turned. Blue eyes, calm,

deep, and beautiful as the summer sky and the summer sea.

"We ought to be ashamed of ourselves, but, alas ! there is

too much truth in the adage,
" We always believe our first

love is our last, and our last love our first !

"

John Garnet was like the rest of mankind. Still, it had

not come to that yet.

So pleasant an introduction, and under such conditions,

soon ripened into something more than acquaintance. It

was not long before John Garnet and Nelly Carew became

fast friends. They were surprised to find how many tastes

they had, how many sympathies and ideas, in common.

Sitting together on that bare ledge of rock amongst the sand,

though a week ago they had been utter strangers, each seemed

to have known the other for years.

When a man and his wife are silent while together, they have

generally quarrelled and are not going to make up ;
but when

two young people of opposite sexes, who have never broached

the subject of matrimony, sit together out-of-doors without

opening their lips, there is strong likelihood that they are

progressing insensibly towards that holy state in which thej'-

will have a legal right to hate each other as much as they

please !

It may be that she was the one who felt their silence most

irksome, but the girl broke it at last with the following

feminine piece of injustice :
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"How dull you must find it here, after the life you've been

accustomed to ! I'm sure I wonder you don't have a fit of

the spleen. I've heard grandfather say he felt it dreadfully
at first."

"Mistress Carew," he answered—while the blue eyes shot a

reproachful glance, that almost said, why don't you call me

Nelly ?
—"

Mistress Carew, I am not your grandfather !

"

'You've been grave enough," she replied, with a little

nervous laugh,
"
this while past, to be anybody's grandfather.

I've been wondering what you could see down Channel yonder
that seemed to take up all your attention !

"

This ought to have been encouraging. She was watching

him, then, following the direction of his eyes, trying to make
•out his thoughts. Strange to say, John Garnet, usuall}^ so

debonair and ready of speech, seemed at a loss for a reply.
" I was wondering

"—he hesitated and looked down, while

Nelly, whose work had been idly folded in her lap, began

plying her needle very fast—"I was wondering vv'hether it could

really be less than a week since I first came to Porlock ?
"

She had been pondering the same marvel herself, but took

care not to express her astonishment.
"
It's not—not at all the kind of place you expected, is it ?

"

Nelly thought it strange that her heart should beat, and

her breath come quick, in asking so simple a question.

He tried to catch her eye, but she steadily refused to look at

him, while he answered,
"
I thought it would be a prison and

a purgatory. I never dreamed it was to prove a Para—"

He stopped short without finishing the word, for she had

grown deadly pale, and her blue eyes, looking over his head

at something beyond and behind him, were dilated with actual

fear. Turning in the same direction, he could detect no more

alarming object than a stout square-built man, in a black

riding suit, walking leisurely towards them through the soft

sand.
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"
Good-mon-ow, Mistress Carew/' said Abner Gale's harsh

voice, while the scowl that accompanied his greeting gave it

more the character of a ban than a blessing.
"
They told me

in the village I should find you here or hereabouts, but

I didn't think to see you so well attended. My service

to you, sir," scanning John Garnet from head to foot.
'' A

warm day this, but pleasant enough to be taking a young

woman a walk by the sea-shore."

There was something offensive in the man's tone and man-

ner. At any other time John Garnet would probably have

resented his intrusion on the spot, but his attention was now

so entirely taken up with Nelly's discomposure, that he failed

to notice those indications of a wish to brawl, which he was

generally only too ready to indulge.

Parson Gale was indeed in the worst of humours. Only the

night before he had reached his home, and yet no sooner had

he broken his morning fast, than, after a visit to his Spanish

pointer, a cursory glance at his Irish pigs, but taking no

thought whatever for his Devonshire parish, he was in the

saddle again to get a glimpse of Nelly Carew. Following the

devious tracks of Exmoor, with the instinct of the wild sheep,,

the wild ponies, or the wilder red-deer, he threaded the coombe

into Badgeworthy, crossed its foaming waters at his accustomed

ford, climbed and clattered amongst the rocks, cantered freely

over the heather, and paced down the hill into Porlock like a

man in a dream—for his whole mind was filled with the fair

face and the blue eyes that he had hungered to look on for

weeks. Though familiar with eveiy acre of the forest and the

moor, he would never have reached his destination, but that

his horse knew the way as well as his master, having travelled

it many a time of late.

It was characteristic of the man that he should not have

ridden straight to old Carew's cottage, and gone frankly in

to see his friends. He stabled his horse instead at a little
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farm on the outskirts of the village, and hovered stealthily

about its vicinity, hoping to meet some one who would tell

him how matters had been going on in his absence.

He did not remain long in suspense. Ere half an hour

elapsed, a shambling, ill-looking youth, wearing
"
poacher

"

written in every^line of his face as plain as print, slouched

up and touched his hat, waiting however to be questioned,

with an awkward grin that denoted how his natural insolence

was kept in check by the Parson's quick temper and repu-

tation for physical prowess.
" He be soon up, be wor Pa'yson,"

was the verdict of his parishioners,
" and main ready with

his hands, right or w'hrong."

"What, Ike !" said Mr. Gale, assuming a cordiality he did

not feel, for to do him justice he hated a laoacher, especially

in the vicinity of deer
;

" not hanged yet, nor even sent to

Botany Bay? What hast been doing then these so many
weeks? Has it been slack time with thee while I've been

away ?
"

" Much as usual, Pay'son," answered Ike, in the broadest

dialect of West Somerset, which it is needless to reproduce

here. "It's you gentlefolk that knows what change means.

Frolics, too. There's not much of that for poor chaps

like us!"
"
What, is there no news in the place, then ?" asked the

Parson,
" Never a fresh nau" in Farmer Veal's stable ?

Never a strange face stopped to take a drink of cider at the

Wheat Sheaf or the Crown ?"

Small as it was, Porlock boasted two beershops, and Ike

was familiar with both.
" There be one strange face," answered the latter, with a

cunning leer
;

" but it's little cider that gets inside of he—
beer neither. The best of wine in his glass, and the best of

nags in his stable, gold lace on his coat, fine linen on his

back, a sword in his belt, and a warm welcome from the
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likeliest lass in the West Country
—that's what he has.

Folks like me must put up with a drink of cider, when tliey

can get it. I'm main thirsty now, Pa'yson."
" What do you mean ?" asked Gale, in no little disquietude,

but putting silver, nevertheless, in the other's dirty hand.
"
They say he do be a kinsman of Mistress Nelly, for sure,"

answered Ike.
" And it's like enough. They can't let him

be, neither her nor the old man, by day or night. I do

know well he do be in and out of the house at all hours,

like a dog in a fair."

Roused beyond endurance, the Parson clenched his heavy

riding-whip ; and, but that he bit his lip till the blood came,

in an effort to control himself, would have given his informant

the full benefit of its weight.

Ike never knew how near he was having his head broke

then and there.

"Do you mean that old Master Carew has a kinsman

paying him a visit?" he asked; and while he spoke Abner

Gale wondered at the resolution with which he kept down

his wrath. " When did he come, lad 1 can ye tell, now ? And

how soon is he going away ?"

But Ike, wdiose fingers were itching to spend in drink the

money he had earned so easily, did not care to sustain farther

cross-examination.

" Them sort comes and goes like the shadows on Brendon

Moor," said he.
"
It's you and me. Master Gale, no offence,

as stands to it, blow high blow low, like Dunkerry Beacon.

I don't want to breed no mischief, and I don't want to tell

no lies. There's others can say more than me. My service

to you, Pa'yson, and thanking you kindly. If you've an odd

job for a poor chap, I'm to be heard of mostly at the Wheat

Sheaf; and I'll not forget to drink your honour's good

health."

Thus speaking, Ike slunk off; and the Parson, with
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scowling brows, proceeded to Nelly's favourite haunt by the

sea-shore.

What a bright fresh morning it had been, when he heard

the lark singing on Exmoor a few short hours ago ? Was it

the gathering thunder-storm that made the sky so dark, the

air so stilling, now?

A woman's tact seldom fails her at need. Mistress Nelly's

greeting .was just sufficiently cordial to soothe the Parson

into decent behaviour, without exceeding the limits of such

kindly reception as seemed due to her grandfather's friend.

Ere John Garnet had ceased wonderinof what there was in

this new comer to move her so much, she had cleared her

brows, steadied her voice, and extended her hand with a

pleasant smile. At that moment, perhaps, the Parson knew
for the first time, by the jealousy she was capable of arousing,

how fiercely he loved her. And it may have been at the

same moment that John Garnet discovered something he

had never realised before.

An ass between two bundles of hay has always been

accepted as the illustration of a false position. Surely a

young lady with an admirer on each hand, one of whom she

knows she hates, while the other she dreads to acknowledge
she is beginning to like, must be equally at a loss on which

side to incline. What is she to say or leave unsaid ? What
is she to do or leave undone ? Nelly Carew wished John

Garnet had never come, wished he would go away ;
wished a

spring-tide would flow in that moment, and float the Parson

bodily up to Bossington Point, down to Barnstaple Bay, out

into the wide Atlantic, where she might never set eyes on

him again ! Succour came when most she wanted it. A
few heavy drops, a gust of wind, a flash, and a thunder-roll.

In five minutes it was obvious that unless they hastened

back to the village, all three would be drenched to the skin.

With an imploring look at John Garnet, she made him
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understand he was to leave her without asking why. How

delightful it was to feel that he caught her meaning at

once, and obeyed ! Then she hunied the Parson to her

grandfather's cottage, at a pace that admitted of no expla-

nation
;
and once over the threshold disappeared in her own

chamber, with that plea of headache (thunder always gave

her a headache) Avhich must have been Eve's excuse when

she did not want to work in the garden with Adam.

Finding he was not likely to see her again, Abner Gale

made but a short visit. As he rode home across Exmoor,

the sky was clear, the birds were singing, the long rank

grass sprang fresh and green from its recent wetting, flags

and rushes were dressed out with rain-drops glistening like

jewels in the afternoon sun. But the Parson rode slowly

and heavily, looking steadfastly between his horse's ears.

Now and again he shook his head, or bit his lip, or glared

round him with a troubled scowl, suggestive of annoyance
and apprehension, as if lie doubted there was still thunder

in the air.
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MORE THAN KIND.

" He understood me at once," thought Nelly, whose head-

ache left her the moment she entered her own room. " How

gentle he always seems, and how nice. I wonder who and

what he is ? Grandfather says there can be no mistake

about his being well-born, and a man of fashion. Parson

Gale often boasts he is not a man of fashion
;
but I know I

like a man of fashion best. I wonder when I shall see him

again. Not that I want to see him one bit
; only he must

have thought me so rude to leave like that, and I ought to

explain. How angry Mr. Gale looked, and how cross he

seemed all the Avay home. What does it matter to me ?

What need I care how cross he is ? Only—only I wish I

was never going to set eyes on him again
' "

Now this was hardly justice
—

perhaps I should rather say

it was woman's justice. In the absence of other society, the

time had been when Nelly was well pleased to accept, in a

dignified distant kind of way, the Parson's homage, and felt

flattered, if not gratified, by his obvious devotion to herself;

now she seemed instinctively to shrink from him as from an

enemy. And why ? Because John Garnet had merry eyes

and a ruddy cheek ? Because he was the first specimen of

his class she had ever met ? Or because they were thrown

together, two comely young people, in this pretty little
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village by the sea ? She could not have given a reason—
no more can I.

Twenty-four hours did not elapse, of course, before they

met again. She looked timidly in his face, and put out her

hand. He might be offended, she thought, and felt rather

disappointed to have no opportunity of begging pardon ; but

his frank and pleasant manner was so reassuring, that she

wondered how she could have dreaded their meeting so

much, and why she spent all the morning thinking of it.

Nelly was always wondering now, and for the first time in

her life had forgotten to take grandfather's posset off the

hob last night before it was smoked.

It is no doubt provoking not to be able to irritate a man

if you wish
;
but Nelly had hardly yet arrived at that stage

in the malady which desires a quarrel for the pleasure of

making up.
" You—you didn't get wet," she said, timidly,

" when we

were all obliged to hurry home yesterday. The showers

here are very heavy, and apt to—to
"

"Wet a man to the skin," he said, laughing; "so they

are everywhere else. I was sorry to lose your pleasant

society, Mistress Carew
; but, thinking the strange gentleman

might be an old friend of your grandfather, I did not wish to

intrude, and walked home as fast as I could."

She shot a grateful glance at him. "
Yes," she observed,

in rather a marked tone,
" he is a friend of grandfather's

rather than of mine, though I have known him ever since I

was a little girl."

"Is that so very long. Mistress Carew?" he asked, with

another of his pleasant smiles.

They were walking through the orchard behind her home,

along a path that led to the shore. She stopped and plucked

some wild flowers from the hedge, perhaps to hide a blush.

" I have a favour to ask you," she said, in a low voice, and
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stooping her head over the posy.
" Do not say Mistress

Carew—I don't like it. I had rather you would call me

Nelly."

There was the least possible inflection of voice on the

pronoun, just enough to make John Garnet's heart beat as

it had never beat before.

"
Nelly," he repeated,

"
will you give me one of those

flowers ?"

" You may take the whole bunch/' she answered,
"
I only

gathered them for you." But she walked on so fast after

this gratifying avowal, that it was impossible to tell her one

word of the old tale that was rising to his lips.

All that day she took care not to be alone with him

another minute. From the orchard she took him to the

beach, where the villagers were collecting sea-weed
;
thence

to a field where harvest was already nearly done
;
home by

the cow-house, with its attendant milkmaid
;
and so back to

grandfather's parlour, where she poured out his evening

draught of cider with her own hands.

Why Nelly should have cried like a naughty child when

she laid her head on the pillow; why she should have

woke before daybreak, and risen at sunrise to
j)^it new

ribbons in her dress of a colour she had lately heard some-

body say he liked, is more than I can take upon me to

explain. I can understand, however, why John Garnet lay

a-bed longer than usual that same morning, and turned on

the other side, hoping to go to sleep again, that he might
dream another drea,m like the last about Nelly Carew.

Abner Gale's dreams, if he had any, would seem to have

been of no such pleasant nature, for he was stirring witli the

dawn, breakfasting fiercely before sunrise, on Devonshire

mutton and strong ale, cursing, notwithstanding his profes-

sion, each of his servants in turn for imputed shortcomings,

from his cherry-cheeked parlour-maid to the man who fed the
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pigs. In and out the house, and through the precincts o

the farm-yard, or "barton," as he called it, the master's eye

was only less dreaded than his tongue, his tongue than his

hand. Yet was he well served too, with the scrupulous obe-

dience of fear.

He would fain have mounted his horse and ridden across

the moor in the direction of Porlock again to-day, but even

Abner Gale was compelled to pay some respect to the decen-

cies of life, and even such a parish as his exacted a few hours'

attention after an absence of weeks.

There were conditions to be written out for a wrestling-

match between two rival champions ; arrangements to be

made for supplying the ringers with unlimited cider at their

approaching feast
;
a badger recently drawn to visit

;
and

some terrier-puppies just opening their eyes on this wicked

world, to inspect.

Also, there was a child to be baptised, a matter that would

keep, and a wench to be married, a matter that would not.

" For to-day," thought the Parson,
"
I have got my hand s

full
;
to-morrow I shall be free again, and it's strange if I

fail to find out something more of your goings on. Mis-

tress Nelly, and put a spoke in the wheel of that young spark

down by the water-side, who seems to make himself so much

at home !

"

Though he never saw him before, though he had not the

vaguest notion that John Garnet was the man he had sworn

to hunt to death, some antagonistic instinct caused him to

hate this man with a deadly hatred, scarcely to be accounted

for, even by that jealousy which is proverbially cruel as the

grave.

In no appropriate frame of mind, the Parson was about to

don his frayed and dirty canonicals for administration of that

matrimonial rite it would be unwise to delay, when his quick

eye caught sight of a man riding on the moor, whose appear-
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ance caused him to cast aside his sacred vestments with an

oath, and rush to the door, carrying a brimming jug of cider

in his hand.

Mr. Gale swore when he was pleased, and when he was

angry, when he rode and when he walked, when he worked

and when he rested. Altogether he swore a good deal

between morning and night.

"It's the harbourer !" he exclaimed, steadying the vessel

not to spill a drop ;

" the harbourer, as I'm a living sinner.

Red Rube ' "
he shouted, while the new arrival drew the

rein at the mounting-block, "stop and wet your whistle—
you're always welcome, and you're always dry."

Red Rube, whose real name was Reuben Rudd, needed

no second bidding. Raising the jug to his weather-tanned

face, he took a hearty pull, a pull that nearly emptied its

contents.

The Parson scanned him approvingly. Rube wiped his

mouth on his sleeve, and sat motionless in the saddle without

a word.

He was a man of seventy at least, short, shrunken,

withered, and tough as shoe-leather, with a keen grey eye, set

in countless wrinkles, that seemed traced in the red-brown

skin with the point of a needle. He rode a broken-kneed

Exmoor pony, low in condition, but as hard as nails. Sports-

man was written in every line of his face, every turn of his

limbs, yet his steed, saddle, bridle, and the clothes on his

back would have been dear at five pounds.

Like a ghost, it was Rube's custom not to speak till he was

spoken to. His answers too were ghostly and mysterious,

and he loved to vanish like a ghost when he had delivered

his pithy say.

Presently, in such a whisper as denotes respectful confi-

dence, the Parson broke silence.

" Three inches ?
"
he asked, with the utmost concern.
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" And a quarter," was the reply,
"
Twenty-two score and

may-be a pound over. The slot was less than an hour old at

sunrise."

"
Rights ?

"
asked the Parson.

"A warrantable deer," answered Rube, and each mused in
»

silence for more than a minute.
"
It's a pity," observed the Parson, after a pause,

"
there's

no knowing where he may get to by next week. These

heavy deer travel a long way when they're not hurried. It's

hard to say where he may be when we want him. There

ought to be no Sundays in the hunting season."

So self-evident a proposition seemed not to require assent
;,

Red Rube held his peace, and looked at the emj)ty cider-jug.

Taking the hint. Gale entered the house, and returned with

it refilled. The old man's eye glittered, and he indulged in

another jDull. It seemed to loosen his tongue. "That be

main good zider," said he, shortening his reins and applying

his one spur to the pony's ribs, as though to depart, but turn-

ing in his saddle, with an after-thought for a few last words.

" I wur down Lapford way yesterday," said he, with a

chuckle,
" and hoam by Rose Ash. I larned reading, Pa'y-

son, three-score years ago and more, afore I took to the

deer. There's money to be made by reading, I tell'ee, and

money means drink."

" What do you mean ?
"
asked Gale.

" I mean there's hand-bills up at both places, offering a

hundred guineas reward
;
that's what I mean," replied the

old man, kindling to excitement.
" Him as rode the grey

stallion has been about again. Galloping Jack they always

called 'un that spoke of 'un to me—and if a man could steal

a view of 'un, or get the wind of 'un, or so much as slot 'un

where he harbours, 'tis a hundred golden guineas paid down

in hand. I've moved many a right stag in my time. Master

Gale, but never such a noble head as that."
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Then, as fearing his loquacity must have compromised him

in the eyes of so good a sportsman, Red Rube departed at a

gallop, and was seen no more.

Abner Gale looked after him, Avith a smile. Lord Bellinger

then had taken his advice, and adopted the most likely means

of bringing to justice the perpetrator of an outrage that was

both highway robbery and high treason. It interested the

Parson but little save in so far as the grey horse was con-

cerned. If its rider should come to the gallows he would do

all he knew to put that noble beast in his own stable. In

imagination, he was already galloping it over Exmoor, to go

and see Nelly Carew.

Then the Parson sighed and swore, and sighed again, and

put on his dingy cassock to marry the tardy couple who had

waited so long.

He tied them up, however, fast and sure, before the stroke

of noon, pocketing his fees with considerable satisfaction, for

Mr. Gale took no delight in the gratuitous administrations

of the Church, little thinking that, even while he pro-

nounced the blessing, which it did not strike him seemed a

mockery from such lips as his, John Garnet was turning out

into the sunshine, fresh and fair, like a bridegroom himself, to

wait upon Mistress Carew.

That gentleman lay long in bed without dreaming the

pleasant dream again, so bethought him at last that it would

be more to the purpose to rise and pursue the reality, than

lose his time in sighing after the shadow. He was very far

gone now. The posy she had given him stood in water at

his bedside, every hour of the day seemed wasted that was

not spent with this blue-eyed girl, and he never gave Waif

a thought for more than a moment at a time.

Bold, blithe, and buoyant, he whistled a merry air as he

strode up the village street, thinking of his first, last love,

like a cock-bird in full plumage going to look for its mate
L
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He seemed to moult a feather or two though, as he passed

the village stocks, on the posts of which, for want of a more

prominent elevation, were posted two conspicuous hand-bills,

beginning with a gigantic
"
Whereas," and continuing through

a long and minute description of his own person, to the offer

of one hundred guineas for his capture, dead or alive
;
the

whole concluding with a flourish, in capital letters, to the

glory of
" Our Sovereign Lord the King."

He went on to see Nelly all the same, but resolved that he

would put off to a more convenient season something he

meant to have told her to-day.



CHAPTER XVT.

THE HARBOURER.

Nature is always beautiful in her morniag, evening, and

noon-day dresses, her fits of rage, her languor of repose, her

storms, her calms, her shadows, sunshine, tears, and smiles
;

but never perhaps are we so conscious of her charms, as when

abroad before daybreak, in a mountainous country, we see her

growing, line by line, out of darkness into day.

First, through the hush of night, there steals a cool, soft

breath, like the sigh of some spirit of morning, longing for

the dawn. Soon, swelling to a breeze, it stirs the cloud on

the moor, the leaf in the copse. A bird awakes and twitters

in its nest. Anon, in joyful chorus, answering notes pipe

shrill and clear, through all the woodland, while a pale streak

of light, low and level on the eastern ridges, peeps above the

sky line. Great black masses stand out from the gloom, in

deeper shadows and broader touches, soon to resolve them-

selves, as the eye masters their shapes, into rock and coombe,

hill, valley, and hanging wood. But now the pale streak has

changed to crimson, underlined with a yellow seam, the

mountain puts on his crown of fire, and the highest]tree-tops,

in glade and valley, are tinged with flame, while, far and near,

pointed peaks, rugged tors, purple heather, dusky moorland,

all are tipped with gold. Then, in his blazing chariot, the

lord of light comes up to run his course, and night is past

L 2
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and man goes forth to his labour until the evening, and the

harbourer's day's work is done.

"Red Rube," if he worshipped the sun at all, worshipped

him less in love than fear, dreading, above all things, that his

beams should cause the dews to evaporate from the sward,

and harden into an unimpressionable surface the yielding

clay beneath each sheltering bank, or round each bubbling

spring. Rube believed that, for beauty and majesty, no ob-

ject in the world could vie with the beam, and branches, the
" Brow Bay and Tray" of a warrantable deer, yet he had not

been a nurse-child of Nature, in all her seasons and all her

moods, without learning her lessons, and imbibing for his

foster-mother an instinctive love, only the deeper that it was

unconscious, unsuspected, and in spite of himself.

Is not this the secret of our attachment to field sports, and

do not those which bring us face to face with Nature retain

their fascination when every other pastime or excitement

has palled on the satiated senses, the weary world-worn heart ?

That noblest beast of chase, the wild stag, in the West of

England, has a lordly habit of feasting during night, and seek-

ing repose in the small hours towards dawn of day. Gliding,

like a ghost, through cornfield and orchard, he travels many
a league after sundown, feeding on the best that moorland

soil and scanty harvests can afford, nibbling the half-ripened

ears on one hill-farm at midnight, flinging the turnips over-

head in wasteful profusion on another ten miles off, within an

hour; seeking,before dawn, the shelter of some wooded coombe,

in which he means to harbour, at an equal distance from

both. Restless, wary, vigilant, he is always on the move, and

habitually suspicious of an enemy. It is to master, by man's

intellect, man's powers of observation, the superior speedy

finer instinct, and craftier nature of the brute, that "Red

Rube "
has been "

after the deer
"
from boyhood, acquiring in

the experience of many seasons so intimate a knowledge of
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their haunts and habits, that, in spite of age, infirmity, and a

confirmed tendency to drink, he has earned an unchallenged

right to call himself the most skilful
" Harbourer

"
in the West.

The ground must indeed be hard, and the
"
slot," or print

of the animal's feet, many hours old to baffle Red Rube, who,

stooping to the line like a blood-hound, reads off, as from a

book, the size, sex, Aveiglit, and age of the passing deer, the

pace at which it was travelling, its distance ahead, and the

probability of its affording a run. Therefore it was his custom

to be abroad long before daybreak, guiding his Exmoor pony,

only less wise and wary than himself, through broken paths

and winding tracks, by bog, boulder, and precipice, with an.

instinct, unerring as that of the wild animal he went to seek.

In the first twilight of morning he would hobble the pony at

the head of some remote coombethatborderedonthe moor
;
and

prowling stealthil}^ down its windings, would begin his quest

in the different haunts that he knew were frequented by deer.

He seldom made a cast in vain. Ere the light was strong

enough to distinguish it, he usually came upon the footprint

of his game. Then he stopped, examined it carefully, pondered,

and made up his mind. If the slot were three inches wide at

the heel, after due allowance for nature of ground and rate of

speed, it would be that of a six-year-old hart at least, carrying

nine or ten branches on his tNvo antlers, having, in forester's

language,
"
his rights," and to be described therefore as

" a

warrantable deer." Such considerations would cause "Rube "

to grin
—he never laughed

—and to take a pull at his ilask.

Following up the track to some deep impervious woodland,

in which it was again lost, he would make a circuit of many
miles round its verge, with or without the jDony, in order to

make sure that his quarr}' had not gone on, and here an

intimate acquaintance with its habits, and the passes through
which it would be likely to emerge, saved him many an hour

of fruitless search. Ere the sun was liigli ho had so con-
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tracted the circle, by ascertaining where the stag was not, that

he could point out the very copse, almost the very thicket, in

which it lay ensconced. Again to use woodsman's language,

he had fairly "harboured his deer."

Then Rube's responsibility was over, and his day's work

done.

Thus, it fell out, that on a cool grey morning, late in harvest,

our harbourer, stooping and prying over a level glade of turf by
the water-side, in the deep shadows of Horner Wood, came to

a stop ; and, kneeling down, began to examine very closely a

track that seemed to have crossed the stream, and broken

into a gallop towards the hill. It was no cloven foot
; and,

consequently, neither deer nor devil, as Rube observed to him-

self, with a grim smile
;
but the boof-mark of a horse, shod

with iron, and going at speed, nor was this in any way re-

markable, but that the shoes were forged by no West-country

blacksmith, and Rube was far too practised a woodsman to

pass such a slot without inquiry or remark.
" A horse," he muttered,

" and a good one. Here's a stride

of nigh six yards, and every foot down at once in a ring I

could cover with my hat ! And, here again, when the rider's

hand turned him from that boggy bit, see how he cut the

moss out of the bank, and sprang back to the turf as light

as a brocket. But them shoes was never welded this side

Taunton town. That's what beats me ! Parson Gale ? Well,

the Parson it might be, only this is an up-country horse for

sure. Up-country rider, too, or he would have turned into the

wood 'stead of keeping the track. No. He's not heading for

Exmoor, isn't this one. May be he'll double back before sun-

up, and I'll fresh find him here in the coombe, if I only keep

quiet and lie close !

"

So Rube put his ear to the ground, listened, grinned, took

a suck at his flask, and coiled himself down, like some beast

of prey, on the watch.
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He did not wait long. His lair was liavdly warm ere lie

started to his feet, at a crashing of branches within a hundred

yards, a bounce, a splash, an oath in a man's voice, and the

snorting of a horse, plunging and struggling through a bog.

In the solitudes of the West, as in the Arabian desert, every

man you meet must be a friend or enemy; but in Somerset

and Devon, till you have proved him the latter, you believe

him to be the former. Rube ran to help, and saw the best

nag he had ever set eyes on, up to its girths in a swamp, sink-

ing deeper and deeper with every plunge.

The rider, already clear of his saddle, and imbedded over

his boots in the green yiekhng slime, did his best to aid and

encourage his horse by word and gesture, but the bog became

only deeper and softer with every struggle, while to turn back

seemed as difficult, and almost as hazardous as to charge

through.

But that aid was near, a fossil man and horse, in perfect

preservation, might have been found centuries hence in a

stratum below the surface, puzzling the geologists of the

future as to how they got there.

"
Right hand, I tell'ee ! push 'un to the right, man !

"
ex-

claimed Rube, springing eagerly from his lurking-place.
" This

patch o' flag be the only sound sjDot fur a landyard's round—
Steady, lad ! Let 'un catch wind theer a bit, and he'll come

through."

Presence of mind, [^that essential quality of a horseman,

was never wanting to John Garnet. Guiding Katerfelto

to the little knot of rushes indicated, which, true to their

nature, afforded foot-hold where they grew, he paused for a

breathing-space, ere, patting his horse's neck with a word

of endearment, he roused him to another effort, that, after a

plunge or two, placed him in safety, with a bank of sound

heather beneath his feet.

The grey trembled all over, Lis eye rolled, his nostril
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dilated
; but, with a prolonged snort and a shake, he recovered

his composure, rubbing his handsome head against his master,

as though to congratulate him on their joint escape.
" We'll never go there again, my boy !

"
said the rider, whom

this treacherous surface had so deceived, adding, as though he

did well to be angry, "why it looks like the best bit of

gallopin' ground in the whole coombe !

"

Red Rube grinned. To one born and bred on Exmoor,

this was a jest that palled with no amount of repetition.

These tempting islands of green sward, smooth and level as a

lake, while affording, indeed, but little firmer support, seem

designed by nature to lure a horseman from another country

to his downfall. But was this a horseman from another

countr}'- ? The harbourer's keen grey eye had taken him in

at a glance, just as it would have mastered the points, size,

and weight of a warrantable deer in the brief second during

which the creature bounded across a ride. From the lace on

his hat to the spur on his soiled boot, Red Rube had reckoned

up John Garnet, as it were, to the very counting of the buttons

on his coat. From Katerfelto's taper muzzle, to the last

hair in his tail, he had, in the same instant, so impressed the

whole animal on his mind, that he could have sworn to its

identity under any circumstances, at any future time. It

struck him, even while man and horse were struggling in

the bog, that they answered the description of that highway-

man for whose capture so large a reward was offered in the

hand-bills; and it was from no considerations of humanity or

fair-play that the old man refrained from knocking the

stranger on the head, when he had him at disadvantage, un-

horsed and knee-deep in a slough.

His reasons were extremely practical. In the first j)lace,

he had no weapon with which he could hope to contend

successfully against a younger and stronger man
;

in the

second, he could not bring himself to believe that so ex-
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pericnced a West-coimtry rider as Galloping Jack would have

fallen into a trap like this.
" A bog," as he said,

"
so black

and ugly, that even Varmer Viall's cows, poor things, do have

the sense to keep out !

"

"Well, it might have been worse!" replied John Garnet,

good-humouredly, while he swung himself into the saddle,

and put a crown-piece in Red Rube's hand. " You halloaed

in time, my friend, or I should have missed the rushes, and

never got out at all. I am beholden to you, and I won't

forget it. This is the best horse in England, and I wouldn't

have done him a mischief for more money than you could

count."

The old man's fingers closed readily on the silver.
" You

be making for Porlock!" said he. "You do seem strange

hereabouts. My day's work is done, and I don't mind if I

show you the way."

John Garnet laughed
—"I know the way well enough," he

answered. "But why should you have done work when

most men are just going to begin ?"

Red Rube's grey eye twinkled. He laid his horny hand

on Katerfelto's mane and looked in the rider's face, with a

cunning leer. "Every man to his trade," said he. "My
business lies betwixt the dark and the daylight. Yours,

may-be, takes you out of a warm bed wdien the moon's up.

I've been backwards and forwards on the moor, fifty years or

more, and no harm come of it yet. It's safer riding, may-be,

than the road."
" Not with such cursed bogs as these about," replied the

other, carelessly. "Bogs that would swallow a coach-and-six :

only I don't suppose you ever saw a coach-and-six in this

wild outlandish country !"

"You're a stranger may-be?" asked Rube, sorely per-

plexed, for how could this horseman so resemble Galloping-

Jack, 3'et betray such practical ignorance of the moor and its
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peculiarities ? "A stranger from up the country, no doubt,

though you do handle your horse prettily enough, and sit

in your saddle like a rock. May-be you never heard of

'slotting' a stag, twenty score weight, with a back like a

bullock, and all his rights fairly counted, into a lone quiet

cooinbe, where you harboured him so close you could touch

him with the top joint of a trout-rod ? May-be you never

saw an old black-and-tan twenty-six inch tufter, with long-

flapping ears and hanging jowl, as steady as a clock, and as

wise as a bishop, snuffle and quest and traverse, till he

owned the scent with a roar, deeper, louder, fuller of music

than the organ I heard in Exeter fifty years ago, when I

was a boy. May-be, I'm only wasting my breath. You up-

country gentlemen know nothing of our sport on the moor."

The spark had caught. That strange enthusiasm common

to all votaries of the chase brightened John Garnet's eye,

while he continued the other's narrative of an imaginary

stag hunt.
"
Then, with a crash of broken twigs and leafy branches,

vip he starts from a brake of deep green hazels,—stares about

him for half a minute, time enough to count his points, and

look him over—turns his head from side to side, displaying

Ids mighty neck and noble v>'idtli of beam, lays his antlers

back, and leaves the wood at a springing trot, too proud to

hurry himself, and deliberating calmly where he shall go

next. Presently we lose sight of him, to emerge a mile off

on the open moor. When he treads heather he breaks into

a gallop, and speeds away like an arrow from a bow. You

have moved him fairly now. Take up your tufters and let

us lay on the pack."

"Right you are !" exclaimed Kube, holding his breath in

sheer excitement.
" You've been there before, I'll wager a

gallon !

"

"Talk of music and the orran in Exeter Cathedral!"



THE HARBOURER. 155

proceeded John Garnet,
"
thirty couple of such voices as

these would silence a battery of cannon. They spread like

a lady's fan
; they swarm like a hive of bees. Soon

they settle into their places and stream across the moor,

like horses in stride and speed, like lions in strength and

energy, and fierce desire for blood. Now's your time, old

man. You sit down in your saddle and say to yourself,

there is nothing on earth worth living for compared to such

moments as these."

"My work is over when you come to that," said Rube,

adding respectfully,
" You're a true sportsman, sir. If I do

know how to harbour a stag, you do know how to hunt him,

I'll warrant. Yet I never saw you out with us on the moor

here, as I can call to mind."
" Do you think there is no hunting but in the West 1

"

replied John Garnet. "We have red deer in my country,

and hounds that can set them up to bay. Horses, too, and

men who dare ride them as straight as a bird of the air can

fly. There's many a horn wound, and many a pair of sj)urs

going from morniug till night, all the season through, in the

canny North."

"Like enough !" answered Rube. "But I'll always main-

tain that the moor is the moor. When your honour has once

forded Badgeworthy water, you'll never want to follow

hounds in any other country again."
" And that shall be before I am many days older," replied

John Garnet, reflecting what an agreeable addition to the

amusements of his retirement would be this favourite

pursuit ;
and remembering also, no doubt, that Mistress

Carew, on the wonderful white pony that fed in the orchard,

was a keen votary of the chase.
" Do you find a good stag,

and, unless we get into a bog again, my grey horse and I

will try to see him killed."

"
I'll do my best," said Rube

;
and with a clumsy obeisance,
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turned back towards the moor, looking after John Garnet's
|

figure as it disappeared amongst the giant stems of Horner

Wood, with a puzzled expression on his quaint old face.

This frank, well-spoken stranger was a riddle he could not

read
;

" a slot," as he would have expressed it, that left him

"at fault." The man might be a robber and an outlaw; but

at any rate he rode to admiration, was cordial, open-handed,

and a sportsman to the back-bone.



CHAPTER XVIL

"listen and leakn it."

"And you never told me your life was in danger, never

said that a careless word mio^lit ruin both of lis at a blow.

Dear heart, surely you might have trusted me."

It was Nelly Carew's voice, and her brow was pressed to

John Garnet's shoulder, while she spoke. The red-cheeked

apples hanging overhead in her grandfather's orchard had

ripened less quickly under a hot harvest sun, than the love

that a few short days brought to maturity in the maiden's

heart. She could not believe that a month a^o she had

never so much as heard of the man whose presence now

seemed a condition of existence, like the very air she

breathed. Could she be the same Nelly Carew, whose

whole being was once engrossed in grandfather's posset

and the incubations of the speckled hen. Or was it all a

dream. If a dream, she only prayed she might never Avake

again.

"Why should I have told you?" he asked. "It could but

make you anxious and unhappy, dearest
;
we have surely

enough of difficulty and vexation as it is. Besides," he

added, in a higher tone,
" how Avas I to know, Nelly, that

you liked me well enough to care?"

There came a very kind look in the blue eyes
—"

Didn't

you guess?" she whispered, softly. "Didn't you think it
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very strange of me, that da}^, when I gave you the posy out

of the hedge?"
There is a pleasant fiction amongst lovers, that the tender

passages to which they constantly refer, must have taken

place in the remote past. Nelly spoke of that day as if the

time since elapsed was to be counted by years, instead of

hours.

"
I thought you the dearest, and the best, and the loveliest

girl on earth!" was the appropriate reply; "and now I

could almost find it in my heart to wish we had never met.

For your sake, Nelly, not for mine—not for mine."

They were the old conventional words which have probably

been the prelude to every rupture of attachments since men

grew weary and women false
; yet it was impossible to look

in John Garnet's face, or listen to the tone of his voice, and

doubt that this was the outcry of an unselfish heart, so

loving, that it longed for the happiness of another, rather

than its own.

Nelly's eyes filled with tears. "I care for you," she said—"I

care for you ;
that's enough ! If you were to go to prison, I

should go with you. If you were to die, dear heart, I should

die too."

The girl spoke truth. Who shall account for these

sudden overmastering passions, that take possession of

humanity to defy all considerations of self-esteem, self-jDre-

servation, probability, fitness, and, especially, common sense ?

A man passes a shape in the street, catches the glance of an

eye at a window, the turn of an ear in a playhouse, and

straightway, as in the taking of an epidemic, his whole

system becomes imj)regnated with a strange and subtle

poison, for which there is no antidote, and but one remedy.

The disease must run its course. In a few days the fever

is at its height, the delirium paramount, liver deranged,

appetite impaired, brain seriously affected, and the patient.
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to all intents and purposes, raving mad. He is haunted by
delusions

;
an inevitable figure is always dancing before his

eyes; he forgets his business and friends, his nearest and

dearest
; neglects his mother, sisters, aunts, cousins, and in

some aggravated cases, even his wife. His sleep is broken,

his eye wild, his speech incoherent. His fellows shun him

like a leper, and he rejoices in this enforced isolation. He
meets with no encouragement and little sympathy. Fresh

constitutions, as yet unimpaired, and old battered patients

who have recovered from the disease, shrug their shoulders

and say, "Poor devil! he's in love;" but these observers

entertain for him less of pity than contempt. The calamity

is accepted as a dispensation, and nobody thinks it worth

while to offer a syllable of comfort or advice, because

experience has shoAvn that the illness must at last be

cured by indulgence, or die a lingering death in disappoint-

ment.

A woman, too, is liable to the same disorder, contracted

even more unreasonably, and with less apparent cause.

Her symptoms, if not so obtrusive, or troublesome to others,

are none the less dangerous to herself. In some cases,

happily but rare, they prove incurable. It is of men that

the poet says :

"
They have died and worms have eaten

them, but not for love."

Nelly Carew, whose life had liitherto flowed on in a calm

unruffled stream, little thought the gentle, scarce perceptible

pleasure she experienced in a stranger's society, on the

memorable evening when she addressed him for the first

time, to thank him for his courtesy, while he helped her

grandfather home, must soon grow into a hunger of the

heart, that nothing but absolute reciprocity could appease.

The second time she saw him, she feared the third time,

she admitted the fourth, she gloried in her enslavement.

They had known each other barely a week, when Nelly



160 KATERFELTO.

discovered and confessed that henceforth, if life was to be

passed apart from John Garnet, slic would rather elect to

die. He, too, surrendered at discretion, or rather without

discretion, so soon as the blue eyes opened fire. Wilfully

blind to his ruined prospects and his false position, he

abandoned himself to the happiness of the hour, forgetting

the past, ignoring the future—Waif, Katerfelto, Lord

Bellinger, robbery, high treason, and Tyburn-hill, while he

held Nelly Carew's hand, and looked lovingly in her delicate

face under the apple-trees by Porlock Bay.

"I need not go to prison, and I need not die," he answered,

lightly.
" This is a secure hiding-place enough. I should

like to stay here for the rest of my life."

"
It must be very dull !

"
observed Nelly, plaiting the hem

of her apron.
" I wonder how long it would take for you to

weary of us all ?
"

There could be but one answer to such an accusation, and

he was ready with it before she could explain.
"
Weary !

"
he repeated,

"
weary of Porlock ! Aveary of you,

Nelly, from whom I never mean to part ! How can you say

such things. You know you did not mean it !

" And again

Nelly's disclaimer was stifled on her
lijDS.

"
Besides," he added, gaily,

" What can a man want to

make him happy more than I have here? The sweetest

girl in the world to walk with, and the best horse in England
to ride. I gave him a ten-mile stretch on the moor this

morning, while you were fast asleep and dreaming. Were

you dreaming, Nelly ?
"

" Never mind my dreams," she answered, blushing.
"
If I

did dream of somebody, I'm not going to say so. Tell me
about your ride."

"I met a strange old man," he continued, "so weird-look-

ing, that in the North we should have thought him something

imcanny, a Brownie, at least, or a wandering spirit of the
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moor. Not that he was a jack-o'-lanthorn nor will-o'-the-

wisp, for he showed me the way out, instead of luring me into

a bog, or I should have been there now."
" You must never try to cross our moors without ^le," said

Nelly, gravely,
"
or somebody who knows them well, to take

care of you."
" Will you take care of me ?

"
and "never mind, that is not

the question now," were two necessary interpolations before

John Garnet could proceed.
" The man knew his ground, every inch of it," he con-

tinued,
" and offered to put me in the right way for home.

His pony, he said, was hobbled at the head of the coombe,

but he seemed to think very little of walking ten miles out

of his road, and he looked between seventy and eighty."

"It must have been Red Rube !

"
exclaimed Nelly, joyfully.

" Did he say there were deer in Horner Woods ? Oh ! how

i long for a gallop over the moor after a stag, and—with

you!"
John Garnet pondered. There would be little risk,he thought,

in joining these West-country gentlemen in the hunting-field.

Most of them were of his own way of thinking in politics,

and for many, his ready audacity had preserved, at least tem-

porarily, both life and lands. Even if recognised, it v/as

unlikely he would be denounced
;
and then, the temptation !

To ride Katerfelto far ahead of meaner steeds from ridge to

ridge and coombe to coombe, sweeping over mountain and

moor as thous^h on the winojs of an eat^le, to hover at last

alone in his glory above the dying deer, while a burst of

music from the good hounds pealing louder than its roar,

announced in a crash of triumph that here, under the deafen-

ing waterfall, they had set him up to bay !

Yes, he would have a ride, he resolved, in pursuit of the

red deer, at any risk and at any cost !

"Who talked about dreaming ?
"

she said,
" and who is

u
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dreaming now ? Where have your thoughts flown to all in a

minute ? They are miles and miles from Porlock. I can see

it in your face."

She had already arrived at the stage of jealousy—jealousy,

that was fain to be mistress of his thoughts, no less than of

his words, deeds, looks, and actions. Truly, for Nelly, the

pleasantest part of the whole delusion was even now at an

end. To be on the brink is delightful, but to fall in love is

more than uncomfortable
;

it is a process akin to pain. The

fire looks bright and cheerful enough, but wisdom warms its

hands thereat, while folly burns its fingers to the bone.

" I was thinking how comely you must look on the white

pony with your hair blown about by the Exmoor breezes," said

he
;
and Nelly seemed so pleased with his answer, that the

rest of their conversation was carried on in whispers, too low

to be overheard even by the
"
little bird on the green tree,"

but of which the purport may be gathered from a final sen-

tence delivered by John Garnet in a louder tone, as of a man

who resolves to carry his point in defiance of all obstacles.

" Then I may come up and speak to your grandfather this

afternoon ?
"

She acquiesced with a timid little nod and a bright blush,

that she stooped her head to hide, retiring with swift and

noiseless steps towards her home.

But whatever passages of folly between these young people

may have escaped notice from the "
little bird on the green

tree," whose own love-songs must seem to it so much more

rational than "what he is saying, what answereth she,"

there crouched behind the hedge of the orchard one whose

dark eye and tawny ear missed not the lowest whisper, the

lightest gesture
—whose tameless heart quivered and throbbed

with every syllable, every caress, as at the stroke of a knife.

If women are all jealous, even in the silks and satins and

conventional fetters of civilized life, what must be the jealousy
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of a savage nature unreclaimed by education, untamed by

rinciple, untaught by the selfishness that is so essential

a constituent of respectability and good sense ? It is pos-

sessed by a devil, who tears and rends it, refusing to be cast

out.

Waif, or Thyra, as she was called by her own people, had

journeyed with them into the West-country nothing loth, for

she knew they were following in the track of the man she

loved. Restored to her tribe after an absence of many 3^ears,

her familiarity with the habits of the Gorgios rendered her

an exceedingly valuable acquisition. She had the knack of

dukJi-ering, or telling fortunes, with a tact that brought in

handfuls of silver, and many a " balanser
"

in red gold ;

therefore she came and went unquestioned in the ^ents ;

could be absent at all hours, and for as long as she pleased.

Nor, so soon as she found herself within reach of John

Garnet's retreat, was she slow to take advantage of her

iberty.

A dozen miles afoot, across the moorland heather and along

the sweet-scented Somersetshire lanes, was an easy journey

to Waifs supple frame and light untiring tread. The honest

•carriers, leading their string of pack-horses, looked after her

in open-mouthed admiration, with blessings, homely but sin-

cere, on her strange swarthy beauty, so well set off by the

short scarlet cloak and the gold in her raven hair. A house-

wife possessing the old faith would cross herself perhaps, or

her gossip, a Primitive Methodist, would mutter a charm

against witchcraft as the dark girl passed; but the country-

folk generally, though regarding her people with little favour,

were not proof against Waif's flashing eyes and flattering

tongue, while she returned their
"
good-morrow

"
and iDromised

them good luck. One stout farmer, riding a half-broken colt,

insisted on stopping to have his fortune told, crossing his

broad palm with a silver shilling, and demanding in return a

Ji 2
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sliilling's worth of her craft.
" Three groats, uncle," said

Waif, looking up in his jolly face with a roguish leer, while

the colt fidgettecl, and the rider, half pleased, half ashamed,

hid his confusion in a " Woa 1 drat ye, stan' still !

" and a

sheepish laugh.
" Three is a lucky number, good gentleman.

" ' Three silver groats,

Three women's lives,

Three cows, three calves,

Three scolding wives.

The first to lie at your side,

The second to lie at your feet.

The third a widow, a witch, and a bride.

To sew your winding-sheet.'
"

The man, who had been twice married, and was not indis-

posed for another venture, rode on in no slight perplexity,

pondering this mysterious doggrel, and more convinced than

ever that the gipsy-folk, as he called them, possessed some

dark and dreadful knowledge, unlimited in scope and em-

bracing the future as the past.

With a beating heart, that yet danced in her bosom under

a sense of her own happiness, Waif drew near the village of

Porlock. She had decided to exercise the utmost caution in

approaching John Garnet's refuge, lest her presence should

in any way compromise his safety, or afford a clue to his

hiding-place. For one of her race, this was no difficult task.

Her gipsy experiences had taught her long ago to take

advantage of every irregularity of surface, even in so open a

plain as Marlborough Downs
;
and in such a country as West

Somerset, with its narrow lanes, high tangled hedges, scattered

brakes, impervious copses, valleys, coombes, and
forests^

rugged mountains, and broken moor. Waif could glide from

point to point as secretly and almost as swiftly as the very

wild deer, to which she bore some vague and fanciful resem-
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blance. Since she told the farmer his fortune three leasfues

off, no mortal eye had rested on her form till she caught

sight of the man she loved, within three hundred feet.

Why did her colour fade, her breath come quick, her blood

run icy cold ? There was a v/hite dress by John Garnet's

side, and that unaccountable intuition, swift and subtle as

the electric spark
—that instinct of the heart, which, never

hesitates and is never mistaken, told her the truth. This was

the meeting for which she had so longed, to compass which

she had cajoled Fin Cooper, deceived her people, and travelled

afoot across the heather all these weary miles ! Waif trem-

bled and her knees shook
;
for the first time in her life she

turned sick and faint.

That cruel pain of hers though was not of the kind to gain

relief from insensibility. On the contrary, all her faculties

seemed preternatural ly sharpened, while she writhed her slim

body like a snake through tufted grass and broad dock leaves,

and all the luxuriant vegetation of the adjoining meadow, to

.a hedge that fenced the orchard, where, parting the tangled

branches in her noiseless hands, she peered through, with the

eager, hopeless gaze of an outcast spirit looking on the paradise

it has lost. Not a smile, not a glance, not an unwise gesture of

that fond, foolish pair escaped the watcher. When JohnGarnet

stooped to kiss Nelly's brow, it seemed as if molten lead had

dropped on her own and seared it to the brain. Then it was

that the white teeth clenched to keep back a little piteous

cry, and the nimble fingers stole to her knife, as though she

must needs bury it in his breast, whom she loved, or hers, the

rival's, whom she hated, or, better still, deep and quivering to

the very haft, in her own !

But strong as is the passion of jealousy, it is not, especially

in the female breast, without an element of curiosity that is

stronger still.

To scream, to stab, to make any overt disturbance, would
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be to declare her presence and debar her from hearing more.

Waif bit her lip till the blood came, and nerved herself tO'

listen. Thus, as the lovers paced to and fro, taking short

turns, after the manner of their kind, and stopping altogether

in often-repeated pauses, for the interchange of superfluous

endearments, she made herself mistress of their secret and

overheard all their conversation. She leatrned, not without a

bitter pang, how short was John Garnet's sojourn in this fatal

vicinity, where she had been so soon and so easily forgotten..

She learned the penalty that would be exacted for his late

exploit, in which she had herself taken part, should his iden-

tity with the reputed highwayman be discovered by those

who were already on his track. She learned in a brief period

of eaves-dropping, that seemed an eternity of misery, more of

. his darino- courage and pjood-humoured recklessness—of those

very qualities she most adnnred and loved in him—than she

ever knew before. And, lastly, she learned that the whole

scaffolding on which she so unconsciously built the edifice

of her future had crumbled into ruins and crushed her own

heart in its collapse.

Waif had no God to whom she could pray in this agony of

soiTOW
;
but looking round in wild appeal to sea and sky and

mountain as though they were sentient beings, her large dark

eyes seemed to plead with Nature, the only mother she knew,

and to demand, in mute upbraiding, why her punishment was

greater than she could bear ?



CHAPTER XVIIL

DUKE MICHAEL OF EGYPT.

A THOROUGH gipsy bred and born, Waif so far resembled

a wild animal of the woods, that, when sore stricken, she

instinctively sought her home. Scarce knowing how, she

sped back to the encampment of her people, swift and

straight as the red hind, that neither fails nor falters, though
she carries a bullet in her breast. It was not because she

expected to find comfort there, nor relief, nor even a moment's

respite from pain, but she felt constrained to keep moving,

always moving, at the utmost speed she could command,

though as she flitted lightly from moor to moor, it seemed to

her benumbed and dizzy brain that she herself stood still,

while the acres of heather she traversed passed like running-

water beneath her feet.

Yet the sun was already down when she turned the head

of a deep and lonely coombe, which her tribe had chosen for

their resting-place, and caught sight of the little points of fire

that dotted its heathery ridge, toned down to dusky purj)le

under the crimson flushes of the evening sky. Kettles were

already simmering before the brown, weather-worn tents, and

that happy hour of food and rest had arrived which seems to

recompense the gipsy for all the hardships of his wandering

lot, to make amends for toil and risk, rough usage, and coarse

fare, the frown of justice, the ban of society, an outlaw's life,

and, too often, a felon's grave.
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To-night, however, more than its usual tendency to revelry

and rejoiciDg seemed to pervade the camp. In the first

place, this particular tribe were honoured by the presence of

their chief, a crafty old gentleman, who chose to call himself
" Duke Michael of Egypt," doubtless in memory of that cele-

brated vagabond, who, early in the fifteenth century, led his

ragged troop through Saxony and Switzerland, leaving behind

him, if we may believe the old chroniclers, a better character

than might have been expected for good behaviour and

honesty
—

nay, paying in hard money for such articles as he

required from the peasantry in the countries through which

he passed ;
an example, it is hardly necessary to observe,

scrupulously avoided by the Duke Michael with whom we
have to do. This w^orthy made it a rule, no doubt, to deny
himself nothing he wanted that might be had for the taking ;

and few matters, he often boasted, were too hot or too heavy
for his conveyance, but he could not have been induced to

give anything in exchange.

It was as natural for his Grace to steal as to shape a tent-

peg, mend a kettle, or tell a lie. Yet in bearing and costume

he varied probably but little from his predecessor of theMiddle

Ages, as that nobleman's likeness has been handed down in

the rude woodcuts of the period. There was the battered

hat with a coarse and dirty kerchief rolled round its brim,

the pair of patched, ill-mended shoes, slashed at the toes and

slippered at the heel, of leggings worn and stained with mud
from every soil, the gaudy blanket rent and frayed to hide

the greasy coat and fouler skin beneath, with many another

token of dirt, vermin, and dishonesty to pervade the man
from head to foot, and proclaim him an outcast from his

kind. The lapse of more than three centuries had done but

little to civilize or improve a Duke Michael of Egypt.

Yet the battered hat perched on those abundant locks,

now white as snow, once black as the raven's wing, covered a
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brain that miglit have served a statesman, for its keen percep-

tion, cool audacity, quiet cunning
—a1)0ve all, for its adminis-

trative powers. That is no mean intellect which can reign

with dignity and rule with force, though the palace be but a

dingy tent, the subjects a gipsy tribe. Dake Michael possessed
the secret of government ;

and to-night, being more drunk

than usual, was better than ever assured of his authority and

the loyalty of his people. So loud were the bursts of hilarity

in and about the great man's tent, that Waif paused to listen

on a ridge of moor overlooking the camp, and forgot in her

surprise, for perhaps the space of a second, the pain gnawing
at her heart. It w^as recalled ere she could bo conscious of

relief.

Fin Cooper's tall form, growing on her, as it were, in the

twilight, was already at her side, his voice whispering in her

ear—"
I've watched for you, Thyra," said he,

"
since long

before noon. The camp seems lonely and empty when you
leave it for a day ;

and I often wonder now how we could do

without you so many years ! But what has been our sister's

good luck ? Has she returned with pockets full of gold ?

Has she deceived and fleeced the Gorgio, and stolen the very

heart out of his breast ?
"

Waif smiled a bitter smile.
" The Goroio turns the

tables sometimes, Fin," she answered. " When you deal

out the cards to play, how can you tell who is to rise up
winner ?

"

He looked sharply in her face.
" You're tired," said he

;

"
you that never used to be tired, no more than the wild

deer in the forest, the wild bird in the air. Thyra ! Thyra !"

he added, and his voice came low and husky, as if an enemy's
hand griped his throat,

"
there's something dark come be-

tween you and me ! Something that dims the light in your

eye, and takes the colour out of your fjice. What is it ?

Speak, girl, and tell the truth. There's times when I could
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put my knife into-you, and make an end of it once for alL

I'll do it some day, I know
;
I feel like it now !

"

In her exceeding misery, but for the last sentence she

might have told him her secret then and there
;
but to

threaten Waif was to throw stones into the air that would

fall back perpendicularly on a man's head. The gipsy girl

recovered her strength and courage in the drawing of a

breath,
" That's a game for two players !

"
she answered

fiercely. "I've worn a knife, too. Fin, as long as I can

remember, and I keep it sharper than yours, I daresay. But

what's the use of you and me wi'angling ? I'm not bound to

tell you where I've been—when I go out—and when I come

in. You're not my master, brother
;
not yet !

"

She was sufficiently a woman to put just such an emphasis

on the last word as changed his mood like magic. In a

moment he Avas her slave again, ready to do her bidding^

obey her lightest wish, no less eagerly than when he went

bird's-nesting for her in his boyhood, long years ago.
" But you'll tell me some day," he pleaded, bending his

tall form to look in the girl's face.
" You'll keep nothing

from Fin, when we hang the kettle at our own tent-door in

the camp of the Vardo-mescros, and my brothers troop in

by scores to have a look at Fin Cooper's beautiful wife
; you'll

tell me all your secrets then, Thyra, won't you ?"

"Perhaps!" answered Waif. "In the meantime, will

you tell one what makes this stir and noise amongst our

people ? They are swarming down yonder like bees

about a hive."

" Duke Michael came in at noon," answered Fin, "and the

kettles have been singing in the smoke ever since. He

brought the cart and the donkey and both his wives from

the cudgel-players' country
"
(Cornwall),

" and never halted

but once to do a bit of tinkering on a moorland farm, till he

turned the head of the coombe here in our very midst. The



DUKE MICHAEL OF EGYPT. 171

women were so tired, that Lura ^YOuld have fallen flat to the

ground if I hadn't caught her in my arms, and lifted her out

of the cart. Old Maggie was little better, though she boasts

that the Bosvilles of the Border want neither food nor rest

if they can get enough to drink
;
but the Duke tossed off a

cow of brandy, pitched his tent, lit his fire, swung his kettle,

and went into business at 'once, as if he were thirty years old,,

instead of getting on for ninety ! There's been eating and

drinking in plenty ever since. Not a Romany will lie down

sober to-night, Thyra, but me, and I've you to thank for it !

"

He spoke in the plaintive tone of one who has sustained

injury from a beloved hand, but relents and forgives.

A fresh burst of laughter, with the chorus of a song, led

by stentorian lungs, reached them where they stood. On

Waif's strung nerves and weary frame it jarred acutely ;
but

Fin turned'his head to listen with obvious approval.
" That's

the Gorgio!"he exclaimed; "the mellowest voice and the

best man of his weight, this side Barnstaple, be the other

who he may ! If we'd known more about him, we'd never

played him such a trick to bring him here !"

"What Gorgio ?
" asked the girl, for whom there was but

one in the world, her foolish heart beating fast, with a wild

hope that in some impossible manner John Garnet might
even now be a visitor to the gipsies' camp.

"Why, the Parson, as they call him," answered Fin; "the

jolly Exmoor parson, who can tail an otter, harbour a stag,

ride a colt, sing a song, wrestle a fall, aye, and empty a

pitcher, with the cleverest Romany lad of us all. I wouldn't

undertake him myself, Thyra, single-handed, not if he was

sober. We laid a trap for him, howsoever, and into it he

fell
; so, here he is ! Thyra, what makes you tremble ? Do

you know anything of this roystering parson ? I've heard

strange stories of his doings on the country side. Girl •

you'll make mo kill you now before vou've done !

"
His
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jealousy needed but a breath to fau it into flame, yet was

to be appeased no less quickly than aroused.

" You're a fool, Fin !

"
she said with a laugh, which, though

forced, seemed reassuring to her lover.
"
It's neither you

nor this parson of yours that would make me tremble. Keep

your hands off and behave yourself, or I'll go home this

minute ! I know the man you speak of, but I never heard

any good of him. How did our people bring him into the

camp, and why ?
"

Fin's brow cleared, while he answered her question with

a laugh.
" The Parson," he explained,

"
rears the best breed

of fiofhtino-cocks in the West of England. There was one in

his pen this morning, good enough to take the crow out of

the gam est chiriclo that ever wore spurs. He's safe in my
tent now, with his head in a stocking to keep him quiet.

This day week, at Devizes, he'll be worth ten, aye, twenty

guineas in red gold. But the money w^ould never have come

my way, if little Ryley and me hadn't 'ticed the Parson

here !

"

" How so ?
"
asked Waif listlessly, for her thoughts were

travelling far aAvay.
" When he means winning," said Fin,

" he trains the birds

himself; and it's a job, as I've been told, to get him away
from them for an hour. It would take a better Romany
than me, Thyra, or little Ryley either, to cltore so much as

a clout off a clothes-line if the Parson was within a mile of

the place. So how do you think we worked it ? Why, we

got up a wrestling-match on the cross, you know, between

Humpy Hearne and black James Lee, in honour of our old

man's visit, and we 'ticed the Parson into the camp to see

fair. He knows the rules of the ring and keeps them all in

his head as plain as print. He's the sort that would sooner

ride fifty miles to a fight than five to a prayer-meeting. So

he up and puts the saddle on, and down the coombe he
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swings at a gallop, as if he'd a spare neck in each pocket,

and leaps off before old Michael, with his shovel hat in his

hand.
'

It's not every day,' says he,
'

in our West country,

that a parson comes to visit a duke. Let's have a drink,'

says he,
'

deep enough to do credit to both 1

'

and with that

he empties a half-pint horn of brandy, and throws it over his

left shoulder for luck. There was a cheer you might have

heard at Taunton. Our old Duke wasn't to be bragged at

such a game as that. He answered fair and honest, gill for

gill ;
so down they sat on a blanket by the tent-door, and

they've been at it ever since. In the meantime, little Ryley

he slips round over the moor and brings the chiriclo back

with him, coop and all. It's a beautiful bird, Thyra. I'll

show it you to-morrow as soon as it's light ;
but if I'd known

the Parson coidd sing so good a song, he should never have

lost a feather out of its wing, for Hyley and me !

"

"Waif seemed thoughtful and preoccupied. Presently she

looked up and said quietly,
"
I must go and show myself to

our old Duke, Fin, before he's too far gone to see me. Will

you come down to the tents ? and, Fin, don't you speak

unkindly, that's a good lad, and don't you take much notice

of what I say and do. I've had a long walk in the hot

harvest sun, and I'm not quite myself to-day, that's the

truth !

"

So she put her hand in his, and threading some half-score

of tents, every one of which was deserted for the great attrac-

tion of the Duke's presence, soon reached an open space,

where some thirty or forty gipsies, men, women, and children,

crouched round a scanty fire, laughing, drinking, smoking,

and all talking at once.

It was a wild scene. Every now and then a gipsy would

throw on another faggot, and the pale flickering streaks of

flame brought into shifting, shadowy relief the grotesque

figiires of which the circle was composed. In the back-
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ground stood a common tinker's cart, though it seemed

wonderful that anything on wheels could have arrived in

safety at this remote and solitary nook, surrounded by

leagues of moor
;

while the donkey that dre^V it, calmly

browsed and meditated in the enjoyment of well-earned

repose. ProiDping his back against the shaft, and raised some

inches from the ground by his own and his wives' blankets

•doubled beneath him, Duke Michael of ^gypt sat in state,

with a short black pipe in his hand and a pewter measure

containing gin and cider at his knee. Even Waif, accus-

tomed as she was to many a strange sight amongst her

strange people, marvelled as she gazed.

His dress, though ragged and filthy in the extreme, w\as

made of costly materials and the brightest colours, his coat

being of fine blue cloth dotted by spade-guineas instead of

buttons
;
his waistcoat, faded scarlet, bound with tawdry gold-

lace
;
the very link that fastened his stained flannel shirt at

the throat was a gold seven-shilling piece ! It was thus that

he loved to display the riches, of which he was as proud as if

they were the fruits of an honest calling. At one extremity

of this magnificence, stockingless feet peeped through a pair

of rent and clouted shoes
; while, at the other, a woollen

aight-cap vmder a battered hat, crowned the snow-white jdoU

that contrasted ludicrously with his swarthy face, tanned

nearly black, and seamed with so many wrinkles that it

looked more like morocco leather than a human skin.

Yet, even now, the dark eyes beneath their shaggy brows

sparkled with intelligence and fire
;
the deep voice, in which

he passed his jest or trolled his chorus, spoke of health and

strength and vital energies unimpaired by age. He had

removed the pipe from his mouth, and was pledging Parson

Gale for the twentieth time, when Waif stepped into the

firelight, bowed her head in a graceful obeisance, and stood

silent before him with her arms crossed on her breast.
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The old man stared at this beautiful apparition for some

seconds without a word, obviously congratulating himself,

the tribe, and the Romany people in general, on the pos-

session of so favourable a specimen of their race. Presently

he chuckled, took a pull at his flagon, and spoke out :

"
Aye, aye," said he,

"
it's you, is it, my pretty lass ? No

need to tell me who you are, my rinheny tawny, my delicate

brown beauty ! There's not such another face as that in the

tribe, nor there hasn't been since Lura there tripped over

the Border out of Cumberland to be an old man's wife, who

had one too many already. And that's a score of years ago,

and more. Parson Gale ! Parson Gale, I say, can your

Reverence show us such a pair of eyes in North Devon 1 I

dare you to do it
;
or such a walk, such a shape, such a foot

and Rankle as that. We have but one Thyra in the tribe,

Parson, and there she stands. Don't be shame-faced, man !

look at her well."

But for an impatient tap of the little foot, "Waif might
have been a statue, so immovably did she retain a posture
of humility that the etiquette of Duke Michael's court pre-

scribed on a first presentation. Even among the gipsies

there rose a murmur of admiration, called forth by her

unusual beauty and assured bearing, suggestive of modesty
and self-respect. The Parson, a veteran toper, was still sober

enough, notwithstanding his potations, to recognise the girl

he had seen and insulted at Katerfelto's door. He was also

wise enough to reflect that here, amongst her friends and

kinsmen, any allusion to that meeting would be injudicious

and unsafe. The gipsies were ready with their knives, their

blood was heated with drinking, the coombe was lonely and

secluded; his horse stood tethered two hundred yards off,

and he was a long way from home. He glanced respectfully,

almost imploringly, in Waif's face, while he replied with a

discretion for which he deserved some credit :
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"There's many a likely lass in North Devon, my lord

duke, though I won't say they come up to the beauty and

wisdom of the Egyptians, but I'm no great judge of such

matters myself. They don't belong to my cloth and my
calling. I know a good dog when I see him, or a game-
cock

;
I can tell the points of a pacing nag, or the slot of a

warrantable deer
;
but when you talk of black eyes and blue,

chestnut hair and brown, I'm at fault—that's where / am.

No, no
;
I'm a far better judge of your strong ale."

"Well said. Parson!" exclaimed the duke, "you're one of

my sort, I see
;
and a right good fellow, too. Ah ! if your

Reverence and I could make the world again, wouldn't we

put fewer women in it, and more drink ? Go your ways, my
lass," he added, nodding to "Waif; "you're black enough, and

comely enough, to turn an older head than mine, and I guess

I'm not very far from a hundred. My service to you, Parson,

we'll trouble no more about the petticoats. The night is

young, and that cask not half empty yet."

But Waif, while she retired, bestowed on Abner Gale a

glance of such deep meaning as to puzzle him exceedingly.

While he passed the cup and the jest with his entertainers,

discussed the past wrestling-bout, of which he was good

enough to express approval, and even condescended to sing a

song in praise of that manly exercise, his thoughts per-

sistently reverted to the tawny delicate face with its mournful

beauty, the large dark eyes that looked into his own so sad

and wistful, yet with fierce impatient longing, like those of

some wild animal from whom men have taken away its

young.

I



CHAPTER XIX.

TEMPTED SORE.

There were few better horses in the West of England
than Parson Gale's black nag Cassock, a beast on which he

had performed many surprising feats of speed and endurance

for trifling wagers amongst his friends. It speaks well for

the favourable impression made by their clerical guest on his

entertainers that the gipsies allowed him to retain possession

of so valuable a steed, when nothing would have been easier

than to slip its halter, and convey it secretly out of the camp
while its master was engaged in his debauch. These strange

people, however, respected their own peculiar principles of

justice and fair-dealing, even in a life of robbery and fraud.

Holding somewhat stringent notions on the laws of hos-

pitality, they were, moreover, much fascinated by the Parson's

freedom of manners and great absorbent powers. Cassock,

therefore, was liberally supplied with the best forage they

had to give ;
and when at last, in spite of the duke's pro-

testations and the entreaties of his court, Abner Gale declared

his intention of departing at once to travel home by moon-

light, a score of tawny hands were ready to adjust saddle

and bridle, to hold the stirrup while he mounted, and to

wave a good-speed after him as he rode away.

Only Fin Cooper, a born horse-dealer and horse-stealer,

regretted the scruples of his tribe.
" What was the use of
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plying the Govgio with ale and brandy," he murmured, as he

lay down to sleep in his tattered blanket,
"

if he is to leave

the Romanies no poorer than he came to these tents? I

could have chored that gry, that good black nag, aye, stolen

it twenty times over, while they emptied their cask by the

fire, and sold it back again, as likely as not, to the Parson

himself fresh and sober at Barnstaple Fair before harvest

was done. And now I should like to know how any one of

Tis is the better for this visit ? though he sings a good song,

I'll not deny, and takes his drink as free as old Michael

himself" Then, hearing the game-cock he had stolen stirring

in its coop, Fin thought better of his grievances and dropped

asleep, soothed by the reflection that the hospitality of his

people had not been without some return, nor his own

ingenuity wholly thrown away.

In the meantime Parson Gale, sitting rather loose in the

saddle, was rounding the head of the coombe in which he

had been so hospitably treated, with a wandering eye, flushed

cheek, and brain dizzy, from the strength of his potations.

A harvest moon, high in heaven, flooded the moor with

light, so that the good horse picked his way through the

heather, avoiding the level patches of bog as easily as at noon-

day. Cassock had learned from a foal to mind his own

footsteps, to look out for himself in the scanty pastures he

shai'ed with the mountain sheep or wild red-deer on the hills

where he was bred, and could skim the rush-grown swamps
around the Black Pits of Exmoor, safe and swift as the very

bittern that flitted across those lonely haunts. Going freely

from his shoulders, but collected and prepared for effort

behind the saddle, with head low, ears pointed, and the froth

flying lightly from his bit, as he swayed at every stride to

the turn of his rider's hand, he could sweep along at a gallop

over ground where an unaccustomed horse would have stuck

fast up to its girths before it had gone fifty yards. That
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sense, too, which we call instmct in the brute, because of its

superiority to the power we call reason in the man, forbade

him to venture on any surface wholly incapable of affording

foothold
;
and it would have required all the persuasions of

consummate horsemanship from his rider to beguile Cassock

into a real, unmitigated, fathomless Devonshire bog. The

horse was bred on the moor, and on the,moor had never yet

met his match. To-night he seemed more careful than

usual, edging from side to side under his burden, as though
conscious that on him, the drinker of water, must devolve

the duty of balancing his master, the drinker of ale ! He

knew his way home, too, and could have found it like a dog ;

nor would he have objected to increase the pace considerably

had he received the slightest indication that his lord was

inclined for a gallop.

The Parson, however, had fallen into a meditative mood
;

such a mood as might possess a rough imaginative nature

amongst the fairest scenes in England on a mellow autumn

night. He paced along the sheep-track Cassock had

selected at a walk, now stroking his horse's neck with

maudlin kindness, now looking about him over the moonlit

heather in affable approval ;
anon sighing deeply, and raising

his eyes to heaven, with a meaningless smile.

Yet was his brain busy too, busy with stirring memories,

morbid fancies, wild speculations
— all the grotesque ideas

that crowd into a man's mind when imagination is stimu-

lated and judgment warped by the influence of strong drink

He seemed lifted, as it were, out of himself, and incorporated

with that external nature of which he was perhaps a more

faithful worshipper than he knew. He felt as if he could

ride the moonbeam with the fairies, join in its moan with

the spirit of the waterfall, shout aloud with the spirit of the

air, or chase over its mountain ridges the spirit of the moor.

Speaking words of encouragement to Cassock, he started at
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the sound of his own voice. The brushing of his horse's

legs, knee-deep in heather, made his blood run cold, for it

seemed to him that some phantom rider was at his heels.

What if the devil in person, on a coal-black steed, were to

come alongside and accost him, daring him to some break-

neck gallop over rocks and precipices, that his own dead

body and his horse's might be found, crushed and mangled
in their fall, when the sun rose ? He had heard of such

things, and said to himself he would scorn to refuse the

challenge, and would defy the devil then and there, less in

the confidence of a good conscience than in the evil courage

of despair. He wished, though, that he had filled his flask

down yonder before he left the gipsy-tents. A nip of brandy

would do him a world of good just now, and keep out the

night air. Then, with the inconsistency of his condition, he

threw open his waistcoat and loosened the kerchief round

his throat.

Presently the man within the man, the working partner

in the firm, who never sleeps, never gets drunk, never loses

his consciousness nor his identity, even when contusions or

alcohol have numbed to insensibility his associate's weaker

brain
;
the man who reproves us when we are wicked, who

laughs at us when we are fools
;
to whom we make apologies

for weakness, and excuses for crime, began to separate him-

self, as it were, from the corporeal Parson Gale, and take him

to task with half-indulgent cynicism, for the shortcomings

of which both inner and outer man were fully conscious.

Said the one to the other, "See now, I knew how it

would be ! You are at your old tricks again, Abner Gale,

though you promised me yourself, only last week after

Mounsey Revel, it should be the last time till Martinmas I

You're not ashamed of it—not a bit ! You're a good fellow,

you say, and cannot refuse a cup when it's offered in good

fellowship. All very well, my friend, but respice Jinem !
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There's Latin for you. All ! you knew a bit of Latin once
;

I don't think it ever did you much good ;
but keep your eye

forivard ! You can do that still when you ride to hounds

across the moor. Look to the result. Already your hand

has begun to shake
; you can scarce button the knees of

your breeches till you've had your morning draught, and you
couldn't tie a fly to save your life. Already you know what

it is to hear a buzzing in your ears, and feel a shooting pain

in your joints. The last time you wrestled a fall with little

Tremaine, he threw you easily with a cross-buttock, and he is

but a ten-stone man. It won't do, Abner Gale—it can't go
on ! You'll be losing your nerve next, and what is to become

of you then ? Cassock, my bo}^, you'll hardly know your
master when he's afraid to ride ! but it hasn't come to that

yet. Take a pull, my lad, before it's too late. You've seen

many a man as sober as a judge, who is as happy as a king !

It wouldn't be such a bad life, after all, to shoot, and hunt,

and fish, where you know every hazel in the copse, every

tuft on the heather, every pebble in the stream
;

to look

after your parish, speak a kind word to your poor, and come

back at night, hungry and happy, to meet a loving welcome

in your own home. Pull yourself together, Abner Gale
;
for

all your reddened face and grizzled hair, there's many an

older man than you goes wooing still. What more should a

girl want than bone and muscle, a good heart, and an easy

temper,
—

your temjaer is easy enough when you're not jiut

out,
—a joint at the kitchen fire, and a slate roof over her

head ? So why should the likeliest lass in all the West

Country say nay ? Abner Gale 1 Abner Gale ! there was one

chance left, and may-be you lost it to-day, getting drunk

with a parcel of tinkers and gipsies on the open moor."

Then the outer man reined in his horse
;
and while

Cassock cropped the luxuriant heather under his nose, looked

long and wistfully over a Avastc of uplands to where the
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moonlight broke in glints of gold upon the Severn Sea.

Below him yonder lay the sweep of Porlock Bay, and not a

stone's-throw from its edge, lulled by the lap and ripple of

the tide, slept the only woman on earth he wished to call

his wife.

But was it too late ? Each by each, he recapitulated,

with a certain grim humour (for the night-air had not yet

thoroughly sobered him), the advances he had hazarded,

the rebuffs he had received. Were these not sufficiently

explicit ? Were those but the resources of maidenly reserve

and shame ?—Or was there somebody she liked better ?

Bright and clear as the colouring of a picture came

back the scene he had witnessed when he found the

stranger, sitting on the rocks by her side. She had been

more silent than common, he remembered, after the new

visitor took his leave
;
but he never thought her so beautiful,

never noted so deep a lustre in her eye, so rich a colour in

her cheek. Was it possible ? Such things had happened

before. Could it be that she already loved this come-by-

chance, and that he. Parson Gale, must be worsted in the

one object of his life
;

must run second in the race he

would barter his very soul to win ?

And now, had the devil been, indeed, following on his

track, had he ridden alongside, stirrup to stirrup, and

offered him his fiendish assistance, the evil spirit could

not have more fully possessed the man than while he ground

a savage curse between his teeth, on himself, his horse, his

fellows, the brute creation, all nature, animate and inanimate,

to think that he should have lost Nelly Carew, the girl he

had coveted from her childhood, to an unknown stranger,

the acquaintance of a day. Somebody must pay for it.

There should be no mistake about that ! Perhaps it was

less Nelly's fault than her new friend's, this young springald,

who came into the West forsooth, with his town-bred
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manners and his town-made clothes, to rob honest men

of their own. But town or country, the best of them should

not poach on Parson Gale's moor Avithout hearing of it. He

only wished he could find out something more about him,

that was all. If the devil himself offered to back him up

now, he would drive no hard bargain, but pay fair market

price for his help !

Cassock started violently, with a loud and prolonged

snort. A more sober rider might have been both alarmed

and unseated, so suddenly did the animal swerve aside

from a dusky figure that rose against the sky out of

its very path; but a good horseman's balance seems little

influenced by unsteadiness of brain, and the Parson felt

a thrill of triumph rather than fear, in the wild fancy

that his awful wish had been granted, and the powers

of evil had consented to afford him the assistance he

required.

"Speak up!" he exclaimed, in a fierce and threatening

voice, the more angril}^ perhaps, that he felt his flesh creep

with superstitious dread.
"
If you come straight from hell,

I'll have a word with you before you go back. Steady,

Cassock, my lad. What, you know her, do ye ? and it's only

the little gijDsy-lass, after all !

"

The figure, dim and phantom-like as it stood there beneath

the moon, threw back its scarlet hood, and revealed to the

Parson's excited senses, no spirit from below, but Waif's

tangible beauty, pale indeed, and careworn, yet strangely

attractive still, with its wild, sad eyes, and wealth of raven

hair.

She laid her hand on Cassock's neck, and the horse

tolerated her caress, though liis restless backward-moving

ear showed he was only half reassured.

"I know you!" said Waif. "I've seen you before. I

watched you from oar tents, and waited here to make sure
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Parson Gale, I can tell you something you would give ten

years of your life to know."

She had waylaid him purposely at the bend of the

coombe, that he could not but pass to reach the level moor,

arriving by a path only accessible to an active hill-climber

on foot, so that even had he come round at a gallop, she

must have been here before him.

"Can you tell me my fortune, pretty lass?" returned

Gale, with a forced attempt at gallantry.
" Give me hold of

that slender little hand, and I'll j^ut a silver groat in it, if I

have one left in the world."

He leaned over his horse's shoulder while he spoke, pre-

serving his balance with some difficulty. Waif, keeping
well out of reach, gave no encouragement to his assumed

familiarity.
"
Forget," she said,

"
for the time, that I am a gipsy, aud

that you are a priest. Parson Gale, I know the wish

that is nearest your heart this very moment. You look

for health, ease, happiness, and a good name like your

neighbours, but you would give the soul out of your body
for revenge !"

He started
;
the certainty with which she had fathomed

his desire, and named its price, recalled the speculations of a

few minutes back. Again some nameless fear of the super-

natural crept over him, and he shuddered to think that for

the compassing of his own eternal destruction, the gipsy-

girl's shape and semblance might have been assumed by the

Prince of Darkness, who thus accosted him face to face.

He had seen a Romish priest cross himself under a similar

terror. He would have liked now to make the holy sign,

and wondered would it be any use ?

Waif, if she understood, only despised his hesitation. "I

can give you what you want," she said, "and I ask nothing

of you in return." Though spoken in a low voice, almost a
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wliisper, every sj-llable passed throiigli her firm-set lips,

hard, cruel, and distinct.

With returning confidence rose the coarse overbearing

manner that had already lost this man so many friends.

"
Nothing for nothing," said he with a brutal laugh.

"
Come,

lass, exchange is no robbery ; speak what you have to say,

and take a kiss from an honest fellow in return."

Her delicate face expressed a loathing that the vainest of

men must have observed : but Waif had a task to perform,

and she went through with it systematically, to the bitter

end.

" The man you seek," she said,
"

is in your reach. The

man who slew your brother sleeps to-night within three

leagues of you, in the hamlet by Porlock Bay. When you

stand face to face with John Garnet, tell him that the gipsy-

girl he betrayed delivered him into your hand."

The words were hardly spoken before she disappeared

behind the abrupt ridge of moor that overhung the coombe,

with a rapidity that seemed, indeed, like the vanishing of a

ghost. Ere the Parson could realise the startling fact, that

this stranger, whom he already hated with an instinctive

hatred, was the man he had sought in vain for weeks,

swearing to hunt him down to death in atonement for a

brother's blood—she was gone ;
and he rubbed his eyes in

sheer amazement, almost doubting, even now, whether this

had been a vision of fancy, or a creature of real flesh and

blood.

None the less did he resolve to take advantage of her

communication, and riding homeward across the moor,

completely sobered by this mysterious interview, determined

to lose no time in setting about the destruction of his

enemy.

But Waif, traversing aimlessly up and down, wandered

through the woods till the moon set, regardless of cold.
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discomfort, or fatigue, callous even to the weight of misery

that benumbed her brain, causing her to move unconsciously,

here and there, with smooth mechanical gait, like one who

walks abroad, having mind and senses fettered in the

thraldom of a dream.



CHAPTER XX.

THE COLD SHOULDER.

Lady Bellinger at least was pleased. When her lord,

reflecting that the robbery he had sustained would render

abortive his journey to the West, ordered the horses' heads

to be turned for London, his wife accepted this alteration in

their plans with a fervour of gratitude that sufficiently

indicated her dread of a prolonged tete-a-tete with her hus-

band. Nor was his lordship unwilling to resume the dissipa-

tions of the town, though entertaining shrewd misgivings as

to the reception he was likely to meet with from the sove-

reign and his ministers. In war, in politics, or in love—in

public affairs, as in private, th ere is no excuse for failure ! Suc-

cess does not necessarily imply merit
;
but merit, in the eyes

of mankind, is a less valuable quality than success. There

have been shrewd and prosperous managers of the world's

most important matters, who have gone so far as to lay down

this practical rule :

" Never employ an unlucky man !"

Lady Bellinger was not obliged to have recourse to her

drops more than half-a-dozen times between Hounslow and

London on the return journey. She contradicted my lord

hardly twice as often, and was good enough to express a

qualified approval of the scenery, the weather, even the roads,

which last were execrable. Mistress Rachel, too, seemed

pleased to think she was on her Avay back to civilized life,
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fresh from an adventure that made her a heroine in her own

eyes. The champion with the blunderbuss was already re-

instated in her favour
;
the other servants, by dint of frequent

excuses for their poltroonery, and by talking the matter over

till they had multiplied a hundred-fold the number and

weapons of their assailants, were persuaded they had shown

a fair amount of courage ;
and the whole party, with the

exception of its chief, drove back in the highest spirits

through the leafy glades of Kensington, to their town resi-

dence in Leicester Square. But liord Bellinger's heart sank

as he approached his home. Even for a man of pleasure

there is something exceedingly fascinating in a political

career, and here had he failed the very first time he was put

to trial ! It is hard to fall and break one's neck from the

very lowest round of the ladder ! Had he managed his

business discreetly and well, no doubt his name would have

been entered on that mysterious roll which prime ministers

are supposed to keep, for the advancement of their friends

and supporters, apportioning rewards for service, as an animal's

food is regulated by its work. To support in many divisions,

a baronetcy ;
to expenditure in a few elections, a peerage ;

for one timely change of opinion, an earldom
;
and so on-

But it seemed to Lord Bellinger that he had played his stake

in the great game—and lost !

No sooner did he arrive at home, than, sending for a

modish barber to powder and arrange his hair, he dressed

with exceeding splendour
—a ceremony his lordship never

neglected, and to which he owed much of his social success,

assumed cane, sword, and snuff-box, called a chair, and caused

himself to be carried straightway to the Cocoa Tree Club and

Coffee-house. It was early in the afternoon, and several

gentlemen were absent at their country-seats, yet this resort

of loungers and idlers seemed sufficiently full. With the

self-consciousness of human nature, an instinct, that years of



THE COLD SHOULDEE. 189

worldly training cannot wholly eradicate, Lord Bellinger

believed that his recent failure had made him a marked man
;

and observing a knot of members congregated in the room,

one of whom held the scanty sheet of the North Briton in

his hand, felt persuaded they must be engaged in discussing

his politics, his shortcomings, his inefficiency as a lord-lieu-

tenant, and even his character as a gentleman. There was

something of disappointment mingled with a sense of relief

to observe that his arrival caused no break in their conversa-

tion, created no more sensation than if one of tlie waiters

had entered and withdrawn. It is unpleasant, no doubt, to

occupy public attention only to be abused
;
but it is more

unpleasant still to be ignored entirely, and to find that when

we thought the world was talking about us, our name has

never been mentioned at all.

"
I'll be judged by Bellinger !

"
exclaimed the gentleman

who held the paper, looking at the new-comer over the others'

heads.
"
Bellinger knows

; Bellinger shall decide
; Bellinger

never leaves town even for a day. Five guineas, Bellinger

gives it in my favour !

"

"Done !" said a little man in a plum-coloured suit, with

enormous ruffles at his wrists, offering his snuff-box to the

referee, who looked from one to the other in vague surprise.
" The fact is this," said the little man

;

" our friend Sir

Alexander, there, has been reading an account in the North

Briton of a fellow who lives somewhere near Covent Garden,

and keeps a kind of prophesy shop, where half the ladies in

town go to learn each other's secrets, and tell their own.

The newspaper affirms that he has been driving this trade

for years ;
and though all the while the prophet, or whatever

he calls himself, is a spy from over the water, that our

ministry never found it out ! Sir Alexander vows it's im-

possible, and appeals to you, my lord, as .knowing more of

the town and its wicked ways than any man in this room.
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What say you, Bellinger ? I have .only five guineas on it
;

but if I had five hundred, I would abide by your award !

"

Lord Bellinger's presence of mind rarely deserted him
;

and although with the topic thus broached, the possibility

of Katerfelto's treachery flashed across his brain, he answered

quietly :

" You do me too much honour, my lord
;
I cannot

give an opinion. T have been in the country more than a

week."
" The country !

"

repeated half-a-dozen voices, in tones of

surprise and incredulity.
"
Bellinger in the country ! What,

in the name of all that is innocent, should take you to the

country? You who have never slept a night out of town

since you came of age. Think of the risks ! You might
have caught milk-fever or chicken-po^ I We must believe

it, my lord, because your lordship says so."

"It only shows how little a fellow is missed!" replied

Lord Bellinger, not too well pleased to find his absence had

been unnoticed by those among whom he considered himself

a man of mark. " Did you never hear of my coach being

robbed
; money and papers carried off; myself, my lady, and

my servants made prisoners on jparole by a band of gipsies,

and a highwayman riding a grey horse ? On my honour,

gentlemen, I believe not one of j^ou cares a brass farthing for

any earthly thing that takes place beyond ten miles from

London or two from Newmarket !

"

He spoke bitterly, and with an energy so unlike his usual

careless manner, that the man in the plum-coloured coat

gazed at him in undisguised astonishment.

" A grey horse !

"
repeated this nobleman, tapping his

snuff-box.
" The best-actioned horse I ever saw in my life

was a grey, and belonged to a highwayman—a fellow they

called Galloping Jack. It must have been the very man !

"

"Two to one against him!" interrupted a bystander.
" Ten guineas to five, my lord, that no gentleman of the

I
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road would show such bad taste as to rob Bellinger, or such

deplorable ignorance as to suppose his purse was worth

taking."

"I'll go you halves," said a tall youth.
"
I remember the

grey horse, and the man in the mask who rode him
;
what

became of the horse I never heard, but the man was hanged

at Tyburn last November !

"

In the confusion of tongues created by this statement,

offering, as it did, a wide field for speculation, and originating

many wagers on the personal identity of the robber in the

mask, Bellinsrer felt an arm thrust under his own to withdraw

him from the noisy circle into the recess of a bay-window

fronting the street, while a friendly voice whispered in his

ear :

" Welcome back, my lord. I knew you had left the

town, if no one else did. I wish from my soul these gipsies

and robbers, and other scoundrels had turned you back before

you reached Kensington !

"

It was Harry St. Leger who spoke, his comrade and

associate in many a scene of pleasure and dissipation little

removed from vice, yet a staunch friend nevertheless—not to

be detached by misfortune, nor daunted by disgrace. Such

cases are less rare than those who hold by the laws of ethics

might suppose. The growth of the bog-myrtle is fresh and

fair, its fibres are tough and clinging, though it takes root in

the blackest and miriest of swamps. Harry St. Leger would

have offered him his last guinea ungrudgingly, and with no

less flippant a jest, than he would have shed his last droj) of

blood in a duel, to share his friend's quarrel, as principal or

second, or anything he pleased.
"
Why so, Harry ?

"
asked Lord Bellinger. "Have you seen

the minister 'i What have you heard ?
"

"
They're in a devil of a stew down there," answered the

other, intimating with a jerk of his head the locality in which

his Majesty's Council conducted their deliberations.
"
They've
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had an enemy in the camp, it seems, ever since the late king's

death. Our Gracious himself has been sitting on a powder-

barrel, only he does not believe it
;
and would care very little

if he did. They've plenty of courage, that family, I must

admit
;
we can't say as much for the others. Well, the

Scotchman is in a fearful state ! The only thief-taker in the

town who knows a thief when he sees one, or how to take

him, or can be persuaded to try, was with the minister more

than two hours yesterday. The other side will put up

somebody to ask a question directly Parliament meets. The

House is very ticklish about treachery. There's no saying

how things might go ;
and he dare not—no, he dare not risk

a o-eneral election. The ' man in the street
'

says it's all

your doing. Fred, mind I know nothing for certain."

Lord Bellinger pondered.
" Has anybody confessed any-

thing ?
"
he asked, after some consideration.

"
Nobody who had anything to confess !

" answered his

friend with a smile.
" The only man who could have told

them what they wanted to know wisely took himself out of

the way. That idiotic newspaper Avhich Sir Alexander has

been flourishing over his empty head made a better shot

than usual. There has been a spy among us, no doubt, and

rumour mentions one or two names, I dare not. The fortune-

teller, I can well believe, had a finger in the pie ;
and people

go so far as to say that meetings were held in his house

between staunch Hanoverian friends of yours and mine, and

other friends of ours who are supposed to be over the water

and unable to come back. Also, that arms were found in

his cellar, and gunpowder under his bed ! All this goes in at

one ear and out at the other
;
but there's an ugly story about

some royal warrants that were never served
;
and I can tell

you for certain, a very great man holds your lordship to

blame."
" Because my cowardly servants wouldn't back me up, and
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I couldn't fight a score of men single-handed !" exclaimed

Lord Bellinger indignantly.
" Those were the very warrants

that gaol-bird took out of my coach, I see the whole thing

now, and how cleverly it was done ! I'm in a false position,

Harry, to say the least of it. The treason I don't so much

mind
;
but I cannot bear to think I should have been so

'

bit.' Harry ! Harry ! I shall be the laugh of the town !

"

"
'Faith, when the town comes to learn it, I think you

will !" replied his friend.
"
But, in the meantime, 'tis as

much a secret as anything can be that is known to half-a-

dozen people. I'm the only man in this room who has heard

a word of it, you may see that for yourself. The conjuror,

or whatever he is, has departed without beat of drum. I

need hardly observe, that when they sent to arrest him he

had eight-and-forty hours' start. The house was shut up,

and they were forced to break in the door. I am told, when

they did search it, they found an emj)ty bottle on the table, an

empty chair at the fire-place, and an empty skull on the

chimney-piece. There were no directions left where the

owner was to be found
;
but I understand many very respect-

able people want him sadly now he's gone !"

"That's another difficulty," mused Lord Bellinger. "We
shall never get money at such short notice from anybod}'"

else. If you paid enough for it, you could take it away with

you then and there. He was a most useful person, and I

shall miss him prodigiously for one. However, that is not

the question. Harry, you have a head on your shoulders
;

what would you do in my place ?"

"Get into my chair, and wait on the minister at once,"

answered his friend. "When a man knows he is in the

wrong, he should always take the bull by the horns. The

Scotchman believes you have been tamiaering with the other

side, and thinking it more formidable than it is, will scarce

venture to break with your lordsliip, once for all. It is but
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a game of brag, Fred, and the boldest player wins. We will

sup here together at nine o'-the-clock, and you shall tell nie

how you came off."

So Lord Bellinger, taking his friend's advice, mounted

gravely into his chair, and caused himself to be set down

without delay at the minister's official residence, where he

found the great man holding a levee, composed of the many
who came to ask for something, and the few who returned to

give thanks.

It chafed his lordship in no slight degree to be kept wait-

ing in the ante-room, while meaner men, not half so well-

dressed, were admitted to the presence of the minister. His

own equals in rank and position nodded to him as they

passed in and out, but their greetings at such a time were

necessarily short and formal, so that he was unable to gather

from their manner how widely his failure had become known,

or how deeply he was supposed to be disgraced. It was not

till the mayor of a country town, a doctor of divinity, and a

poor author wdio had helped to line many a trunk, were

admitted before him, that his patience utterly failed. He
was in the act of desiring his chair to be called, when a grave

man, addressing him in broad Scotch, held open the door of

the inner chamber, with an austere bow.

There were some half-score persons present, bearing the

proudest names, holding the highest offices in the country.

Lord Bellinger's quick eye did not fail to mark how each

looked eagerly from the new-comer to the minister, as though

to observe the nature of his reception.

More erect than usual, for his blood was up, but with the

graceful bearing that never deserted him, his lordship stepped

across the room and made a low bow, almost defiant in the

excess of courtesy which it seemed to affect. The minister,

who was engaged with a paper in his hand, did not return

the salutation for more than a minute. Lord Bellinger
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ground his teeth, and the bystanders glanced in each other's

faces.

Presently the great man raised his head, stared coldly at

his visitor, and returned his obeisance without a word.

The bystanders breathed freely ;
there was no more doubt,

then, of their chief's displeasure, and they believed the

interest of the scene was past. But, as they told each other

afterwards, "Bellinger was a very awkward fellow to set

down !"

"
My lord," said he,

"
I have waited on your lordship in

self-defence."

"
My lord," was the answer,

"
your lordship's explanations

must be made in public, and reserved for another place."

Then the minister turned on him a broad, ungainly back
;

and he knew that in the Game of Brag, concerning which

Harry St. Leger spoke so hopefully, he had come off second

best.

But he did not fail to keep his appointment at the Cocoa

Tree, arriving there, indeed, somewhat earlier than the hour

agreed on, and with an appetite no whit impaired by the

contrarieties he had experienced. "It's the country air, I

suppose," lie observed lightly to his friend.
"
'Faith, Harry,

should I be forced to retire into the country altogether it

won't break my heart, if I'm always to be as hungry as now.

Waiter ! what can we have for supper ?
"

" Aitch-bone of beef, my lord," was the answer.
"
Beg*

pardon, my lord, his grace has finished the aitch-bone
;
his

grace never eats anything else. Cold game-pie, cold chicken

and tongue, cold partridges, wild duck or teal, cold shoulder

of mutton."
"
Anything but that, you knave !

"

replied his lordship,

with a laugh.
"
No, no, Harry ;

I've had enough cold

shoulder to-day to last me the rest of my life !

"

2



CHAPTER XXL

DULVEETON REVEL.

"Thee be'est a drunken old twoad !" exclaimed a buxom

countrywoman, apple-faced and dark-haired, to her laughing

mate, not the least in tones of conjugal reproof, but rather

as a delighted damsel of the present time might say to her

degenerate admirer
;

" how can you be so silly !

"
while the

strapping fellow's sides shook, and his honest face grinned

from ear to ear at such homely jests and simple sights as

both had trudged half-a-score of miles into Dulverton to

enjoy. It was an hour or so after noon, and the Revel

seemed at its height. Two or three booths offered the

indispensable refreshment of cheese, cold meat, and cider.

On the floor of a waggon, Avhich formed his primitive

stage, a jack-pudding, as he was called, performed certain

antics, affording inexhaustible amusement to the spec-

tators, who were never tired of watching him inflate his

cheeks, loll out his tongue, eat lighted candle-ends, or feign

to pull straws out of his eye. A fat lady, a giant, and a

dwarf were respectively portrayed on the sides of a van, in

which all three were supposed to be domiciled
;
while a

dram, fiddle, and brass instrument played appropriate airs

without ceasing and cruelly out of time. The rustics, many
of them stout moorland men from the wilds of Brendon and

Dunkerrv, or borderers of North Devon and West Somerset
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with here and there a swarthy, broad-shouklered visitor all

the way from Cornwall, strolled about, gaping, grinning, and

drinking, in a high state of contentment and delight, each

Avith a ruddy-faced damsel at his elbow, to whom, as

occasion served, he offered his boisterous jest or rude and

hearty salute. These gallants were mostly fine sj)ecimens

of manhood, tall, straight, and well-limbed, with a frank,

fearless air about them, as though equally ready for a feast

and a fray. The women, while of lower stature in propor-

tion, were exceedingly comely, some even beautiful, dark-

haired, dark-eyed, delicate of features, and with the bloom

of health mantling in their cheeks. One and all wore

garments of bright colours and daring contrasts. One
and all drank freely of cider and other liquors. One and

all seemed resolved thorougldy to enjoy the present, and

make the most of Dulverton Revel, seeing that it came but

once a year.

The band had just concluded a flourish of more than

ordinary discord, v/hen a new arrival enhanced the excite-

ment of the scene, causing a rush from all quarters to

encircle the strange vehicle, partly vau, partly cart, from

which a pair of piebald horses, adorned Avith bells, were

unharnessed and turned loose to graze. With a dexterit}^

that supplied the want of screws, bolts, and such mechanical

appliances, its occupant quickly converted his carriage into

a stage, on which articles of dress, perfumery, and domestic

use were exposed for sale
;
while he moved nimbly about,

flourishing over his head and displaying in turn laces, threads,

scissors, thimbles, a mousetrap, a gridiron, and a warming-

pan, to the intense delight of the bystanders. He was a

meagre, active-looking man, who might have been any age
above fifty, Avearing large green spectacles to adorn a pale
face and red nose, dressed in a blue coat bedizened Avith sold

lace, a red Avaistcoat, bright yellow breeches, silk stockings.
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and an outrageously large cocked hat. Though his gestures

were ludicrous, and his jokes received with peals of laughter,

his voice was grave, even sad, and he never smiled; yet he

had not occupied his post ten minutes before every other

attraction of the Revel was deserted in his favour. The

jack-pudding ceased his contortions, and embraced the

opportunity to swallow a mouthful of real brandy instead of

artificial fire. The giant, dwarf, and stout lady remained

unsolicited in the retirement from which they had not yet

emerged ;
and even the strains of the band died away into

empty air without eliciting a single protest of disapproval

or regret. Dulverton Revel conefretrated itself round the

stranger, and the stranger seemed in all respects equal to

the position.

"Haste thee, wench !" said every Jack to his Gill, accom-

panying the hint with a dig in his lady's ribs
;

" Thic' be the

vun o' the vair, I tell 'ee ! Do 'ee lose never a morsel. Gie

I a buss, that's a good wench, and I'll warrant I'll vind thee

.a fairing!" After which elegant address, and a struggle for

the salute thus purchased in advance, the rustic pair elbowed

their way into the circle round the cart in a high state of

glee and delight.

The proprietor addressed his audience with the utmost

volubility, offering them, one after another, the different

wares exposed for sale, and making appropriate remarks on

each. An ointment for sore eyes, that would enable the

purchaser to see through a brick wall
;
a salve for sore lips,

that would cause the opposite sex to imprint kisses whenever

they came within reach
;
a pocket mirror that, looked into

by sunrise on May-day, would reflect the future sweetheart's

face
;
a mousetrap that rid the house of vermin from the

moment it was set on the kitchen floor; a warming-pan,

that retained conjugal love and discovered conjugal infi-

delity ; lastly, a pair of female garters, the only pair left in
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stock, manufjictiired expressly for the Queen of Egypt, and

possessing the mu-aculous j^ower of rendering their wearer

invisible in the dark !

After brisk competition these desirable appendages were

knocked down to a demure and blushing damsel, who was

forthwith requested, in a stentorian voice, to
"
try them on

at once, and see how they fit."

Ere the laugh, elicited by this audacious suggestion, could

die out, the vendor's eye, travelling round that circle of

grinning faces, had recognised two acquaintances in the

crowd. Also, and this seemed of greater moment, he

suspected they recognised him in return. Of these the first

was a square, thick-set man, in clerical attire, being indeed

none other than Parson Gale. The second, tall, slender,

swarthy, supple of limb, and graceful of gesture, was Fin

Cooper, the gipsy. Each attended Dulverton Revel less for

pleasure than business. The Parson, sore of heart, and

brooding over his wrongs, was yet so far hampered by the

necessities of domestic life that he had been obliged to ride

down from the moor to this festivity for the purpose of

engaging a kitchen wench, and his establishment bearing no

high character for regularity and decorum, there appeared

some difficulty in filling the situation.

In those convivial times, no affair, even of the most

private nature, could be conducted without a great deal

to drink, and the Parson, pledging one honest farmer after

another in hard cider, dashed with villainous brandy, had

arrived at a very morose and uncomfortable state, sober

enough in head, but fierce, bittei', and sullenly despondent at

heart.

^ot so Fin Cooper. Tliat worthy, who was indeed a

temperate fellow by preference, Avhose frame had been

toughened from childhood by continuous exercise, and who

jiever slept under a roof in his life, possessed a constitution
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on which no sthnulant less powerful than raw spirit seemed

to produce the slightest effect. On the present occasion he

had reasons of his own for keeping his wits at their brightest.

Dulverton Revels, like all other gatherings of the Gorgios,

afforded to every true Romany many opportunities for gain
and peculation. There was jewellery to be exchanged with

ardent suitors and the objects of their admiration. There

were games to be played at cards with yokels patient of loss.

There were horses to be sold, swapped, or even stolen, when

occasion offered. There were a thousand ways and means,

all more or less profitable, by which the gipsy could take

advantage of his natural prey.

But Fin Cooper had yet another object, causing the dark

eye to glance from face to face in restless search, the tawny
hand to steal unconsciously under the wide sash that swathed

his waist towards the handle of his knife. His suspicions

that the girl he loved had set her heart on a ruffling Gorgio,

confirmed themselves day by day. Dulverton feast would be

a convenient place of meeting, and he had told Thyra that

he himself meant to be twenty miles off. If she held an

assignation here with her Gentile lover, he might be a witness

to their interview, might verify her bitterest fears, and satisfy

himself of the worst ! Fin Cooper's face was evil to contem-

plate while he revolved this contingency, and the salesman,

delivering the garters to his blushing customer, did not fail

to draw his own conclusions from its scowl.

As for Parson Gale, he stood before the cart for several

minutes in mute astonishment. Then he rubbed his eyes,

stared, and exclaimed, "Katerfelto ! as I'm a living sinner!"

while he brought his broad hands together with a vigorous

smack.

His exclamation was not lost on its object. The latter

glanced stealthily round, bowed profoundly to his auditors,

made them a little speech, in Avhich, with many jocose
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allusions, he informed them he Avas about to shut up shop
that he might eat his "bit of dinner," with a promise to re-

open again at three o'clock, and in a very few minutes the

cart had resumed its usual appearance and the proprietor

had disappeared.

Half-an-hour later, behind a canvas screen, on the out-

skirts of the Fair, a priest and a gipsy might have been seen

in earnest conversation, pacing to and fro, while they glanced
about them as if loth to be overheard, though a donkey

rolling on its back, and a liorse tugging at a truss of hay,

were the only eaves-droppers they had to fear. The gipsy's

air was respectful, even deferential, while he listened to his

companion. The latter seemed annoyed and distrustful. In

his cunning, clever face might be read an expression of

disappointment and something amounting to self-reproach.
'•' How long is it since I dwelt with your people in their

tents and did my best to withhold the old Petulengro from

the journey that grows easier at every step ;
it must be

more than seven years?" asked the priest.
" Seven years and seven months, oh ! my father !" replied

Fin Cooper,
" and you promised to teach me how to read the

stars aright the night before you went away."
" Yet you knew me to-day, Fin ! knew me dressed up like

a jack-pudding who tumbles to amuse a score of clowns in a

fair?"

"
I would know you, ftither, if you were buried and dug up

again. I would know you in another life, if there is another

life. Some things the gipsy never forgets. Father, I am

your servant
;

all I have is yours. It is not much. Only a

quick eye, a ready hand, and a sharp knife. Do you not

ivish to be known ?"

There was no mistaking liis meaning. Katerfelto, not-

withstanding his perturbation, felt a thrill of triumph thus to

have imposed on the credulity of this rude yet keen-sighted
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nature. Tliere is professional vanity in every calling, even

in that of the professional impostor.

"My life is in danger, Fin," answered the Charlatan

gravely, "so far as it may be threatened by any casualty of

this lower world. Worse than that, I might lose my liberty,

if I could be identified here, for the sage and philosopher,

who always made it his boast that he is the gipsy's friend.

Therefore I came to the West in the disguise you saw me
wear an hour ago. Therefore I speak to you now, dressed as

one of those Jesuit priests whom your people have so often

sheltered at their need
;
therefore will I appeal to them for a

refuge till I can steal down to the coast and put the blue sea

between the gipsy's friend and those who would do him harm.

Slioon tu, dost thou listen, my son ? Said I well ?"

"
TatcJtipen si, Meero Dado ! You speak truth, oh ! my

father," answered the other.
" And you will lodge with us

to-night on the moor. The fullest platter shall smoke, and

the softest blanket be spread, for the gipsy's friend !"

Katerfelto shook his head.
"
If I came to your tent and

claimed m}^ own. Fin," he asked,
" would your welcome be

so hearty and free ?"

The gipsy's face fell.
"
I love her," he said.

" She was

given to me long before you bought her from our people.

You told me I should have her back at some future time,

father, the morning you took her away. I reminded her of

it only 3'esterday."

The other glanced sharply at him from under his bushy

eyebrows. This Avas scarcely as he expected. Judging from

all he knew, he calculated that Waif must have accompanied
John Garnet into the West, and had vowed from the moment

he discovered her flight, that he would be revenged on both,

while he supposed they were in hiding together. He now

sa,w that she must either have required the assistance of her

tribe or found it impossible to elude their observation. He
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knew quite enough of the girl to be sure that even while

with her own people she would find opportunities to meet

her lover, and from that lover, lately his own emissary, he

was still inclined to exact the penalty, that all jDaid, sooner

or later, who ran counter to the designs of Katerfelto.

"
Keep her in your tents. Fin," said he with a smile,

" and

fear no hindrance from me. But remember, though she is

of a wandering nature, and conies of a wandering race, a

Romany lass may wander too free and too far."

Fin's dark face turned black as night.
"
I understand you,

father/' he muttered. "You mean, you mean, that she has

a Gorgio lover !"

The veins in his handsome throat swelled while he spoke,

and his voice came so thick it was hardly intelligible. "I

mean," answered Katerfelto coolly, "that he whom the

Gorgios call John Garnet is better out of the way, both for

you and for me and for Waif. He knows too much, and he

dares too much. Your eyes are as keen as a hawk's. Fin.

Can you not see that as he cozened me out of my horse,

he would cozen you out of your bride?"

The gipsy's low, smothered laugh seemed the very reverse

of mirth.
" There is no better sheath for a Romany's blade," he

answered,
" than the bowels of a pampered Gorgio."

"My son," replied the other, •'wisdom is the child of

experience. Let King George take the trouble 'off your

hands, and pay you besides a purse of gold for your forbear-

ance. John Garnet's is a hanfjino" matter, and a reward of

one hundred guineas is offered for his apprehension. Set the

bloodhounds on him at once, and the thing is done. Better

by far keep that long knife of yours for cutting your bread

and cheese !

"

"I helped him," said Fin thoughtfull}'-,
"
helped him, be-

cause Thyra bade me, as frankly as if he had really been
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poor Galloping Jack come down from Tyburn-tree. The

bloodhounds might turn round and lay hold of the informer.

Counsel me, father. I can right myself so easily with three

inches of steel !

"

The other shook his head. No man alive had fewer

scruples of mercy or forbearance, but it was Katerfelto's

nature to plot rather than execute. While he would have felt

no qualms in concocting or administering a subtle poison, he

shrank from the very idea of personal contest and shedding

of blood.
" A hundred guineas of red gold," he answered

;

" think of that, Fin, and then talk about a hand's breadth of

bare steel ! You cannot compare them. Be advised by me,

my son, and you will rid yourself of a rival, win a bride, and

gain a wedding-portion all in one sentence. That Exmoor

Parson. I saw him here to-day. I would venture a wager

he is drinkinor in one of the booths now. Watch for him

riding home. He is a magistrate ;
never fear him for that.

Lay your hand on his horse's mane and say to him in the

king's name,
'

I can show you the man you want—follow

I'
"me

" But would he not ask for the hundred guineas and get

them himself ?" argued the gipsy, who, with all his strong

passions, had a keen eye to the main chance.
" There is no

justice nor fair dealing on either side between the Romany
and the Gorgio."

For the first time during their interview Katerfelto

laughed outright.
"
My son," he said,

"
I think I can trust you to look after

your own interests without assistance from me. When you

have delivered John Garnet into the hands of Abner Gale

you will have accomplished your object and mine. For my
own part I will not return into the Fair. I need hardly ask.

Fin, if you are here alone ?"
" We are like the hooded crows, my father," answered Fin.
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" When you see one of us you may be sure there are others

not far off. We must needs hang together, or the Romany
would soon be swept from the face of the earth."

"Then let one of your people drive my cart to Exeter,"

contmued Katerfelto. "He will know where to leave it with

no questions asked. As for me, my son, I must make my
way to your tents without losing an hour. I have changed

my disguise once to-day. I can change it a score of times, if

necessary ; yet I would not that roystering Parson had recog-

nised me but now in the Fair."

"I shall be alone with him on the moor presently," said

Fin Cooper, in a tone of meaning.
"
My father, do you desire

that he should tell no tales ? Shall I silence him once for

all?"

Katerfelto pondered.
" Not at present, Fin," he answered,

after a pause.
"
It will be better to make use of him when

we want him, and put him on the right scent. If a hound

runs counter, the farther he goes the farther he is left

behind!"



CHAPTER XXIL

A WARRANTABLE DEER.

Meantime John Garnet, enjoying the golden hours at

Porlock with the carelessness of his nature, thought no more

of the toils that surrounded him than the wild deer of the

forest thought of the many preparations made for its cap-

ture
;

of the good horses stabled, the staunch hounds fed,

the distances travelled by lords and ladies, the laced coats

tarnished, the bright spurs reddened, the jingling of bit and

bridle, the gathering of horsemen and varlets, the energy

expended in a chase that must be followed with so

much pomp and circumstance for its especial downfall.

Large and stately, gliding from field to field, it passed

through the twilight, like some majestic ghost, to crop the

yet unharvested grain, or tear the juicy turnips from the

earth, with appetite unimpaired by misgivings of to-morrow,

rejoicing in its pride of strength, trusting implicitly in those

fleet, shapely limbs that bore it lightly over its native moor,

as the wild-bird's pinions waft her through the air.

How many centuries have elapsed since the fatal morning

that saw the Red King mount for his last ride through the

stately stems of Bolderwood ! How many since that woful

hunting in Chevy Chase which began in joyous notes of

hound and horn, to^ end in the battle-cry of the Percy, the

sword strokes of the Douglas, and the pouring out like water
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of the bravest, noblest, gentlest blood two countries could

afford ! Yet has the pursuit of the wild animal by the

instinct of the tame continued to be the favourite sport of

Englishmen from those rude times to our own, while now, as

then, many a bold, adventurous nature, panting for an outlet

to its energies, finds engrossing occupation in the pleasures of

the chase.

Taken in good sense and moderation, as each man's dis-

cretion teaches him to judge, the draught thus offered by a

bountiful providence, which provides for our mental health

the sweet no less freely than the bitter, is exhilarating in the

extreme. It rouses our manly qualities of mind and body,

excites our intellectual faculties and our muscular powers,

braces the nervous system, stimulates to healthy effort the

vital force of arm and heart and brain. Many of the most

distinguished men in every time have been " fond of hunt-

ing." Few men "fond of hunting" but are frank of nature,

kindly, generous, unselfish, and good fellows, to say the least !

If such a position be granted, it follows that all hunting,

conducted in a spirit of humanity and fair play, is more or

less to be esteemed. The stout sexagenarian who halts his

steady cob on a hill, and from that point of vantage watches

in the valley below his ten couple of beagles unwinding and

puzzling out the line of a hare that has just crossed under

his pony's nose, without assisting them by so much as a

whisper, is a sportsman to the back-bone. No music on

this lower earth can ravish his ears like the tuneful cry of

his little darlings, who are indeed nothing loth to hear

their own voices, and refuse to hunt a yard without assuring

each other tliat it is all right. No triumph can afford him

greater pleasure than his ride home to dinner with a hare

dangling across his saddle, honestly killed by the patience

and perseverance of that tedious jDursuit which has fairly

wearied her to death ! and when he lays his head on his
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pillow, before his closing eyes passes a vision of Challenger

opening in the turnips, of Rock-wood and Reveller feather-

ing with scarce a whimper up the stony lane.

Surely his enjoyment is undeniable as that of his converse,

the scarlet-coated hero in vigorous manhood, who bestrides

three hundred guineas' worth of blood and symmetry, while

he watches a gorse covert shaking under the researches of

twenty couple of high-bred fox hounds, wild with eagerness

to push up their game and dash after him over the sea of

grass that lies spread around, like falcons on the wing. A
physiologist might study to advantage the countenance of

the rider
;
an artist would long to portray on canvas the

attitude of the horse.

These two friends, loving each other dearly, are moved by
a common sympathy. Simultaneously the eyes of each

brighten, and their hearts beat fast, A crash of music

from two score merry voices proclaims that a fox has been

found, a hat held up against the sky-line, and, after a discreet

interval, one long, ringing holloa announce that he is away !

That joyous excitement for which some men are content

to live, and even in a few sad cases to die, has begun in good

earnest now, and trifling, puerile as it may seem, I doubt

whether any pursuit in life affords for the moment such

intense gratification as "a quick thing over a grass country,

strongly enclosed, in a good place, and only half-a-dozen men

with the hounds !

"

Rider and horse, I say, are moved by a common sym-

pathy, science and conduct being furnished by the man,

strength, speed, and courage by the brute. From field to

field they speed rejoicing, facing and surmounting each

obstacle as it presents itself, with a varied dexterity of

hand and eye that amounts to artistic skill, and even should

unforeseen difificulty or treacherous foothold entail a downfall,

rising together, parted, but not at variance, each perfectly
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satisfied with the efforts of his friend. Then, when the

rattling burst is over, and the hounds are baying round a

good fox who has never turned his head from the distant

covert that killing pace alone forbade him to reach, how fond

the caress laid by stained glove on reeking neck, how proudly

affectionate the muttered words of praise, a generous animal

interprets by their tone.
" You're the best horse in England.

I never was so well carried in my life !

"

But of all forest creatures hunted by our forefathers and

ourselves, the stag has been considered from time immemo-

rial the noblest beast of chase. His nature has been the

study of princes, his pursuit the sport of kings. The educa-

tion of royalty itself would once have been thought incom-

plete without a thorough knowledge of his haunts and

habits, while books were written, and authorities quoted, on

the formalities with Avhich his courteous persecutors deemed

it becoming that he should be hunted to death. To this day
the royal and gallant sport flourishes in West Somerset and

North Devon with its former vigour. When George the

Third was king, that wild, romantic western county was

already famous for staunch hounds, untiring horses, and

daring riders, no less than for the strength, size, and

lasting qualities of its red deer.

An animal that can fly tAventy miles on end for life,

and die with its back to a rock, undaunted in defeat, a

true gentleman to the last, is surely no unworthy object of

pursuit.

But what are these shadows that cross the Barle by moon-

light, with the water dripping like molten silver off their

sides as they emerge one by one from the glistening stream

to disappear again in the black night of its overhanging

woods ? And is not that their king who lags behind, with

beam and branches of those wide-spread horns flashing in

points of white as he stoops his crowned head to drink,

p



210 KATERFELTO.

and passes on ? No shadow this, but a stately beast in all

the strength and beauty of its prime. A stag of size and

substance, with goodly fat on his ribs and many tines on

his antlers. Thickening, too, somewhat in the neck, for already

the clear air of an autumn night tells of early frosts, and

.soon the peaceful majesty of his repose will change to turmoil

of love and war. In the meantime he feeds lazily on, turning

without apparent object in a different direction from the

herd.

Thus he wanders over a broad surface of country
—now

cropping the rank grasses that border the Exe, ere he

dashes through its swift and shallow stream as though dis-

daining a bath that only reaches to his knees. Anon dallying

with the standing oats, that pine thin and scanty on a bare

hill farm, by the verge of the forest
;

then crossing the

swampy skirts of Exmoor at his long jerking trot, to rouse

the bittern and the curlew from their rest, he makes his

way by many a broken path and devious sheep-track to

the impervious coppices and steep wooded declivities of

Cloutsham Ball. It is an hour or two before dawn when he

reaches this well-known haunt, and the lordly beast, penetra-

ting to its inmost thicket, lays himself down with the inten-

tion of sleeping undisturbed till late in the day.

With an indolent hoist of his haunches, that hardly seemed

an effort, he has cleared the hazel-grown bank round his

resting-place in a spring that covered some five or six yards,

but left imbedded in the yielding clay a distinct impression

of his cloven feet. Therefore Red Rube, stooping over the

slot at daybreak, chuckles inwardly, and observes to his flask,
" a warrantable deer !

"

kneeling down to examine the foot-

print more closely, and measure its width by the fingers of his

own brown hand. Then he takes a wide circuit, embracing

several favourite passes for deer, and satisfies himself that,

save one light hart or "brocket," as he calls it, not another
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animal of the species is this morning harboured in Cloutsham

Ball.

The stag-hounds are to meet some two miles off to the

eastward. It must be travelling that distance with the sun

in his eyes that causes Red Rube to blink and grin and occa-

sionally hiccough all the way to their accustomed trysting-

place.

He is there betimes with his broken-kneed pony, yet two

riders have arrived before him. Rube chuckles and sidles up
to them.

"Your servant, Mistress Carew — your servant, your

honour," says he, in a deferential tone.
" The spurs had

need be sharp to-day, master. I'll warrant there'll be wicked

riding, with the likeliest lass in Devon looking on !

"

Nelly Carew deserved the epithet. The close-fitting blue

habit so well set off her trim figure, the saucy little hat was

so becoming to her fresh delicate face, that it seemed no

wonder John Garnet's eyes should be fixed on his beautiful

companion rather than on the opposite ridge of moor, over

which hounds and horsemen were expected every moment to

appear.

And Nelly, too, was more than proud of her cavalier. How
handsome she thought him, and how princely, with his dark

eyes, his ruddy cheeks, his pleasant, careless smile, and

clustering hair. Never another rider in the West, thought

Nelly, could sit his horse so fairly, and where in the bounds

of England was the steed to compare with Katerfelto ? "I

used to thiidc Cowslip the most beautiful creature in the

world," said she, patting her favourite's neck
;

" but your
horse has quite put me out of conceit with mine."

"
I know wlio is the most beautiful creature in the world,"

answered John Garnet, not unconscious that he had arrived

at the idiotic stage of his malady.
"
I have never seen her

equal, and never shall
;
but avc'11 argue that point going

p 2
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home," he added, while his bright eye grew brighter.
"
There's

no time to wrangle now, sweet Mistress Nelly, for here come

the hounds 1

"

Cowslip and Katerfelto raised their heads at the same

moment, with pointed ears and eager, solemn eyes ;
the grey

indulging in a snort of approval and delight.

The cavalcade, consisting of huntsman, hounds, a whipper-

in, and half a score of sportsmen, were to be seen filing across

the moor in slanting line down the opposite hill.

John Garnet tightened his girths.
"
It won't be long

before the fun begins," observed this impatient young man.

Nelly laughed.
" When you know our country better,"

said she,
"
you will find out that a mile in distance with a

coombe to cross, sometimes means a good half hour's-ride.

Let us go and meet them," she added, putting Cowslip into

a canter.
" Here comes my aversion. Master Gale."

The Parson, mounted on his staunch black nag, was within

a bow-shot, trotting softly through the heather, husbanding

strength for the exertions of the day. Even to John Garnet's

eyes, prejudiced as he was by Nelly's dislike, there seemed

much to admire in the bearing of man and horse. The free,

stealing action, the close and easy seat, the light hand, the

well-bitted mouth, the confidence of the one, the docility of

the other, and the good understanding prevailing between

them, argued a partnership that prided itself on encountering

difficulties and settinjj danger at defiance in concert.

" He looks like business, that parson of yours," said John

Garnet to his companion, as they bounded away together ;

"
if he's half as good in the pulpit as he seems in the saddle

they ought to make him a bishop !

"

Nelly's only answer was a little grimace of disgust, fol-

lowed by a loving smile.

Meeting the assemblage of stag-hunting sportsmen, already

increased by fresh arrivals, who turned up from every quarter



A WARRANTABLE DEER. 213

as if they were the natural growth of the moor, John Garnet

could not but observe that many a practised eye travelled

approvingly over the symmetrical shape of Katerfelto ere it

rested on the better known beauty of Mistress Carew. The

honest squires whispered each other with nods, winks, and

looks of intelligence.
"
'Tis a rare bit of horseflesh !" said one in a faded scarlet

hunting-frock with tarnished lace. "Strong as a yoke of

bullocks, and light as a January brocket. Seems to me, neigh-

bour, I've seen that nao- before."

"Like enough," was tbe answer. "Tbof I never thought
to clap eyes on's rider again. That's the lad robbed Sir

Humphrey and his three varlets single-handed a twelvemonth

gone last Whitsuntide, by Upcot Sheepwash, and showed six

hours afterwards in the market at Taunton town. It's fifty

miles, squire, if it's a furlong. Aye, aye, a good horse, neigh-

bour, and a bad trade."
"
I beard tell he was hanged !

"
said the listener, opening

round eyes of astonishment.
" He did ought to have been," replied the other.

" But

Galloping Jack had good friends in the West, and a good
friend he's been himself, not so long ago neitber, to one or

two honest fellows you and me would be main vexed to see

called to account. Live and let live, says I, but if we find a

right stag in yonder hazels who knows his way to the sea,

why, that grey horse and his rider are bound to be at one end

of the hunt, and I leave it to you, neighbour, to say which \

"

With these words he dismounted heavily to adjust girths

and bridle, for Red Rube was already in close confabulation

with the huntsman, and business seemed about to besfin.

The harbourer looked more than half-drunk, yet not for an

instant was that sagacity of his at fault which partook rather

of animal instinct than human experience.

The old stag will move the brocket," said he, with a
« rpi
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laborious wink,
" and it's your business to drive him to the

moor, Abel. I'll warrant I bring you within a land-yard

of 'un, and all as you've got to do is to catch 'un if you

can !

"

" Tancred and Tarquin will do that much," replied Abel, a

man of few words, and in less than a minute those venerable
"
tufters

" were uncoupled and at his horse's heels, forcing

.their way through the tangled underwood.

To control twenty couple of hounds hunting different lines

is no easy matter. One or two are held in command without

difficulty, so that their staunch pursuit may be ti'ansferred

from scent to scent till they have forced the right deer into

the open, when they can be stopped, while the body of the

pack are brought up and laid on. Then for the crash, the

chorus the jubilee ! Hark together ! Hark ! and Forrard

away ! !

The brocket's heart beats fast at the first note of the

"
tufters," and well it may. Tancred and Tarquin are two

majestic black and tan hounds, six and twenty inches high,

with sweeping ears, pendant jowls, and large lengthy frames,

nearly as heavy as himself For one palpitating moment the

wild deer's instinct prompts him to leap from his lair, and

scouring at speed across the moor to seek the distant fast-

nesses of Svvincombe, the gorge of Badgeworthy, or wheeling

down-wind, like a bird on the wing, by Culbone slopes, to take

refuge in the hanging woods of Glenthorne where they fringe

the Severn Sea. But the next, a deep, loud, and melodious

roar, seems to paralyse his very heart, and he crouches to the

earth, scarce daring to move an ear. Suddenly the branches

crash behind him, an antlered head looms wide and stately

between him and the sky, while he leaps to his nimble feet

in a bound that is hastened by the sharp thrust of a horn

against his haunch. In less than a minute the old stag

couches in the young one's lair, and the brocket, scared with

fear, is darting across the moor like an arrow from a bow.
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" Hark back, Tancred ! Tarquin ! Tarquin ! hark back !"

Morose and solemn, conscientiously, yet sore against the

grain, these veterans desist from their pursuit, soon to be

rewarded for this disciplined sagacity by a nobler quarry, a

higher and stronger scent. But for a leap that covers tweaty
feet of distance, and lifts his antlers twice his own height in

air, the old stag's flank would be torn by Tancred's reeking

muzzle, his haunches crushed under Tarquin's weighty paws.

But no! with half-a-dozen bounds he crashes through the

hazels, speeds up a narrow glade, and emerges stately and

triumphant on the open moor.

Standing erect upon an eminence against the sky, he

pauses one instant, as if to afford his pursuers an opportunity

of noting his grand proportions and noble width of head.

All eyes are turned towards him in admiration and delight.
" Beautiful •

"
exclaims Parson Gale, forgetting the exist-

ence of John Garnet and the terms of his own wicked oath.

"Beautiful!" whisper the lovers, exchanging a lover's

glance, while Katerfelto's rider feels a thrill of delight creep

through his whole frame with the consciousness of his horse's

speed and endurance
;
nor can Nelly herself spare him more

than half her attention, so taken up is she with the gallant

appearance of the deer.

" Beautiful !

"
echo the honest squires and yeomen,

already speculating on the line, and anticipating the seventy

of the chase, while Bed Rube, with his hand pressing Abel's

knee, who is laying on his hounds Avith a cheer, thus delivers

himself :
—

"
Brow, Bay, and Tray, I tell'ee, with four on the top ! All

his rights, as I am a living sinner, a warrantable deer, if ever

there was one, or I'll eat'un, horns and all !

"



CHAPTER XXIII.

AT FAULT.

In the first ten minutes of a run with hounds everything

else must needs be forgotten, for in these minutes men cast

to the winds all earthly considerations but one, viz., how to

get as close to the chase as possible, and keep there ! It is

not too much to say that a league of heather had been

traversed at speed ere Parson Gale found he could spare a

thought for anything but the holding together of Cassock, and

the making the most of that good horse's powers.

His skilful riding, however, and intimate knowledge of the

country, soon enabled him to draw rein on a slope of rising

ground, while the line of chase, bending towards him where

he stood, afforded a general survey of the whole pageant

as it swept on.

The hounds, stringing in file through its tall luxuriant

heather, threaded the deep, dim coombe he had skirted so

judiciously, in a sinuous line, like some spotted serpent of

gigantic length. Seen from the vantage ground above, they

seemed to be running at no great pace, though with much

energy and determination
;
but John Garnet, who had plunged

into the valley at their sterns, could have told a different

tale. It taxed even Katerfelto's powers to keep on terms

with them as they rose the opposite hill, Tarquin and Tan-

cred swinging along at head with a steady persistency that
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implied endurance till the close of day. Except the stranger

•on the grey horse, not another rider was within a mile of the

pack. Abel had adopted the same line, though not quite so

skilfull}^ thought the Parson, as himself, and was leading his

active, cat-like little horse up a precipitous ascent to regain

the ground he had lost. Mistress Nelly could be seen on the

white pony, a speck in the distance, making for some rocks

on the moor, where her experience taught her the deer was

likely to pass, and was followed by no inconsiderable cavalcade.

Other sportsmen rode at speed for other points, some in bold

relief against the sky-line, some mere spots of red on the

brown expanse of moor, all with their horses' heads in different

directions, yet each persuaded that his own line was the best

and would eventually land him alone with the hounds !

Alas for the fallacies of experience itself when pitted against

chance ! Alas for the caution of asfe and the cunnino- of

wood-craft ! Alas for the heavy-weight rider and the horse

that knew not how to gallop ! After this one turn, of which

the Parson so readily took advantage, the stag never paused
nor wavered, but sped across the open straight as an arrow,

six miles on end, without halt or hindrance, and the hounds

ran him without a check.

"Curse him! curse him! how he rides!" muttered the

Parson, watching that grey horse sail over the moor, in

smooth and easy stride, like the stroke of a bird's wing,

while John Garnet sat home in the saddle, and chose his

ground with the judgment of one born and bred in the West.

Katerfelto carried his master without difficulty alongside of

the hounds
;
Parson Gale, half-a-mile off, with no immediate

prospect of getting nearer, admired and envied the daring-

rider, even while he swore to have his blood.

Half-a-mile astern, in an enclosed country, is bad enough
but to be half-a-mil(! behind a good horse crossing Ex-

moor at speed with a pack of hounds in front, is virtually
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to be in another kingdom ! To save his life, the Parson could

not come within hailing distance of his foe, do what he would.

Yet he tried his wickedest ! Cassock's sides were scored

with the unaccustomed spur. Cassock's speed was taxed un-

fairly up steep incline and over level marsh. The black nag

was as good a beast as ever looked through a bridle, but he

carried a stone and a half more weight, and had neither the

blood, nor the size, nor the speed and scope of Katerfelto.

" He's a heavy deer," muttered the Parson, with an unclerical

oath and a strong pull at his horse.
"
He'll hang in Badge-

worthy woods, or
'

soil
'

in Badgeworthy water. It's the only

chance in the game now, for at such a pace as this, the

farther I ride the farther I am left behind !

"

Not once in a season, not once in ten seasons, had the

Parson been so out in his reckoning. The wild red deer

while he is the noblest and most courageous of those forest

creatures that trust for safety to their speed, is also the most

eccentric and unaccountable in his flight. Let us borrow the

grey-speckled wings of the moor-buzzard hunting leisurely

overhead, and accompany our stag through the rush-grown

swamps of Exmoor, as he crosses its undulating surface at

that free pitching gallop which he seems so rarely to hasten

in alarm, or to modify from fatigue.

His taper head and noble antlers are thrown slightly back,

his dark and gentle eye seems fuller than in repose, but

brightened by a consciousness of intelligence rather than by

the tension of anxiety or distress. His nostrils are spread to

catch the taint of an enemy in the breeze, and his mouth is

open, while he is yet fresh and full of strength. When he

closes it, there will be many a reeking flank besides his own,

for wind and limb will have failed at last, and the only force

left him then will be the courage to die. In the meantime

he is all energy, vitality, and speed. To be hunted is but a

generous rivalry that tests the powers in which his spirit takes
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pride, that wages his own endurance and sagacity against the

hostile instinct of his natural enemy the hound. Speeding

over the moor, it seems that he can mock at the untiring hate

of Tarquin, Tancred, and their comrades, yelling on his track,

fierce, busy, and persevering, but many a furlong in the rear,

Badgeworthy woods and copses frown darkling before him,

Badgeworthy water brawls in foaming jets and rippling eddies

at his feet. The covert would seem to offer safety and con-

cealment, the river to afford at least refreshment and tem-

porary respite from pursuit. With a strange and wilful per-

tinacity, for which ParSon Gale, labouring hopelessly behind,

is at a loss to account, he shoots away from this tempting

refuge of wood and water, coasting a precipitous hill that

overhangs the stream, to speed along its dangerous incline at

a pace that seems but to increase with the prospect of fresh

exertions in an open country, unbroken by coombe, covert, or

ravine for miles.

Even John Garnet, standing in his stirrups and easing

Katerfelto, who has not yet demanded any such indulgence,

begins to ask himself how lung this kind of thing can last.

The sun is already high in a blue, cloudless heaven—blunt,

grey boulders studding the steep hill-side stand out in liigh

relief, shilt and shingle glitter on the bare tops above, and

bushy tufts of heather fade to a dusky purple below
;
but here

and there green moss lies dank and soft round many a

bubbling spring, while a breeze from the north fills lungs

and nostrils with its cool, clear air, so that the deer, taking

the wind sideways as it takes the hill, bounds on Avith ever-

increasing speed, refreshed, invigorated, full of strength, and

running still ! The dark, impervious glades, the deep pre-

cipitous ravines of Widdecombe are frowning yonder in the

distance, though many a mile of moorland intervenes
; they

seem to offer a secure retreat, and even if he should be

driven through that stronghold, and forced into the open
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once more, shall he not make his point in the cliffs beyond
Combe Martin, steering for yonder thread of blue on the

horizon, that promises death or freedom in the Severn Sea !

Who shall say that all this calculation, this strategy, this

reflection, is so far below reason, as to be called instinct?

Even Red Rube, many a mile behind on his pony, taxing his

resources of intellect and cunning, backed by the observation

of fifty years, that he may arrive somehow at the finish in

time to hear the '"'

bay," confesses he is but a fool when his

wits are pitted against those of a deer driven to its last

shifts.

He is riding slowly and doggedl}'', due west, without a soul

in sight. He could not explain why he should have chosen

this direction, but some mysterious instinct of the hunter

tells him that thus only has he the slightest chance of seeing

any more of the chase.

In the meantime vexation, confusion, and distress prevail

for many a weary mile of rocky steep, tangled heather,

and holding swamp. Here a good horse, floundering to the

girths, emerges from the mire with a throbbing flank and

staring eye that tell too plainly their own sad tale. His

master, pretty well exhausted also in the struggle, standing

hopelessly on foot, while friends and neighbours, in but

little better plight, come labouring past, each man riding

faster than his horse, and pointing eagerly forward to that

distance he must never hope to reach.

The last of the string, whose powers are dying out like the

flame of a candle, sinks from a false and labouring trot to a

reeling walk, which soon collapses in a dead stop.

"I've shot my bolt too, neighbour!" says the defeated

sportsman to his comrade in distress.
"
It's many a long day

since y\'e\e seen such a brush as this over Exmoor, and I'd

try to finish the run now in my boots, only I've grown so

plaguy lusty for climbing these hills !"
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So they lead their horses homeward despondently enough,
with many a longing, Hngering look at those lessening forms

that are yet far in rear of the actual chase, and man}^ a

speculation as to when it will end, what direction it will take

and who are the lucky ones with the hounds.

There can be no run so good in reality as that which we
lose in imagination when beaten off by exigencies of country
or pace.

Tancred and Tarquin are leading no longer. The grand-
son of the former, nearly an inch higher than himself, has

come to the front, and for the first time since his puppyhood
vindicates the purity of his lineage, and proves the staunch,

determined qualities of his race. He has never hitherto run

at head, but now, when the pace is best, he takes the scent

from his grandsire by sheer force of nose and wind and

speed. Not another hound in the pack can wrest from him
his post of honour in the front

;
and it is a pity that John

Garnet, who knows nothing about him, and cares as little,

should be the only man near enough to mark the excellence

of his performance. Were they but there to see it, the young
hound's dash and style, tempered by undeviating steadiness

in pursuit, would fill Abel's eyes with tears, and call forth a

blessing from Parson Gale's lips !

That keen sportsman is cursing volubly instead, though
none the less does he take every advantage of ground, cut off

every angle, and avoid every swamp in the lino
;
therefore

Cassock gallops steadily on at a fair, regulated pace, which

neither increases nor decreases the dishearteninq- interval

between his rider and the hounds.
"
I would give five years of my life," mutters tlie Parson,

"
to bo lifted up by some supernatural power and sut down

half-a-mile, just half-a-milc farther on !
—ten to be ridino-

that grey horse instead of the man who owns him ! But the

reckoning must come at last, and may my right hand wither
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at the wrist if I make it not the fuller and deadlier for every

hour it is delayed !

"

John Garnet, speeding away in front, onexcellent terms

with the hounds, and as happy as a king, little thought of

the malice and hatred following in his track, little thought,

indeed, ofanything
—unless it were Nelly Carew's blue eyes

—
but the keen enjoyment of his favourite pursuit. He was

far too practised a horseman, however, to forget in his en-

thusiasm the normal rules of his art, and reflected more than

once that although he had never ridden an animal to be

compared with him, yet Katerfelto was but a horse after

all, and so far like other horses that at last his long powerful

gallop must come to an end. Therefore he spared him as

much as was compatible with his resolution not to leave the

hounds, and kept his eye forward with considerable judg-
ment and sagacity, so that when opportunity offered he might
never throw a chance away.

Thus, while the pack, guided by Tancred's grandson,

wlio bore the imposing name of Thunderer, dived into a

precipitous ravine, he rode judiciously along its edge, and

pulled his horse into a trot, while he watched them swarm-

ing and bustling through the gigantic growth of heather

that fringed several hundred feet of an almost perpendicular

incline. From thence he scanned the ground in front to

find a more practicable descent, and down it he plunged
without hesitation so soon as the hounds, g^ivinof tonome

freely, dashed into the water below. It was a shallow,

darkling stream, breaking and brawling over ledges of granite

between high, steep banks, clothed in tangled underwood,

and John Garnet could not but hope that now the deer had

taken soil, and soon would burst on his car that loud and

welcome chorus called the "bay." It disappointed him a

little to observe the pack cross the stream, borne downward

by its current, wading, swimming, shaking their ears and
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sides, while Thunderer informed them loudly that he was in

possession of the scent.

It disappointed him still more when the grey horse had

splashed and struggled through from bank to bank, that the

hounds, whose noses had never yet been off the line for an

instant, should be looking about them on the further side

with heads up and wistful faces gazing in his own as though
half ashamed of failure, half pleading for assistance. There

was no doubt they had come to a check, and appealed to

the horseman for help he was unable to afford. The ground
rose steep and high, the darkling copse that clothed these

abrupt hill-sides shut out the light of day. John Garnet

was at a loss. Had the deer lain down ? or was it forward

still, and in which direction ? He naturally looked for

Tancred to inform him, but Tancred was nowhere to be

seen.

The Parson, meanwhile, labouring doggedly on, had caught

a distant glimpse of the hounds even as they disappeared
over the brink of this precipitous coombe, in time to play a

bold stroke that merited success. He determined not to

cross the valley at all, but to steer for that side of it on

which the line of chase now seemed to lie, and so hoped to

come in on the deer, refreshed by the bath he never doubted

it had indulged in, as it rose the hill once more and made

for the open moor. Urging Cassock to further effort, he

increased the pace for a stretch of another mile, but when

he halted his good horse—who stopped willingly enough at

the wished-for station—not a living object was to be seen

dotting the brown expanse, not a sound to be heard but the

wail of the curlew flitting softlv over the waste. Deer and

hounds and John Garnet must have sunk into the earth !

The solitude seemed unbroken, the chase had come to a

standstill, and the Parson was at fault !



CHAPTER XXIV.

AT BAY.

Tancred, a marvel of canine sagacity, had good reason

for deserting his comrades, to engage in some quiet researches

of his own. It is unnecessary to inform those who love

stag-hunting
—and those who do not will hardly care to learn—

that scent often hangs over running water, and travels down-

wards with the moving stream
;
therefore the deer, wading

craftily towards the river's source, emerged on its farther

bank, refreshed and strengthened by the bath, at some

considerable distance above the place where it plunged in.

Such tactics were only in accordance with the calculation

and reflection we call instinct; but Tancred was possessed of

instinct too, and remembered, no doubt, many a cast he had

made on similar occasions with successful result. The old

hound, therefore, assuming an expression of ludicrous solem-

nity, dashed through the water, to enter without delay, on a

close scrutiny of his own, along the opposite bank, in the

reverse direction from that mistaken line on which his

grandson was insisting with unbecoming clamour, and

snuffled at every pebble, poked his black nose into every

tuft of brushwood, grass, or heather he came across. Soon,

with a flap of his pendant ears, a lash of his stern against

his mighty ribs, up went the wise and handsome head in a

roar of triumph
—a roar that, for the first, struck terror to
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the red-deer's heart, some furlongs on in front—a roar that

brought the old hound's comrades to his side, with an

alacrity sufficiently denoting how, by the best of all judges,

this lord of the kennel was trusted and revered.

"He's forward !" exclaimed John Garnet, plunging through

briar and brushwood, with the rein on Katerfelto's neck.
" Hold up, old man ! we shall soon be in the open again ;

and, by George, this is the best run you or I ever saw in our

lives."

These words of encouragement were addressed by the

rider to his horse, as the latter scrambled sideways up a

bank that would have taxed the agility of a goat. Gaining

the top they were rewarded by a spectacle that seemed

equally to the taste of each. Through an open wood of

gi-and old oaks, standing wide apart, ran twenty couple of

powerful stag-hounds, majestic in shape, gigantic in stature,

deep and rich in colour, stringing somewhat, it may be, as

they passed in and out the gnarled substantial stems, but

shaking the very acorns from the autumn boughs above, as

that leafy canopy trembled to the music of their full

sonorous cry. Katerfelto's neck swelled with delight, while

he reached at his bridle for liberty to go faster still. The

sunbeams broke and sparkled overhead amongst the flickering

green, the waving ferns lowered their banners in graceful

homage as they bent and yielded underfoot, the dark moor,

visible here and there through the trees, stretched to the

horizon in front. The whole pageant seemed too beautiful

for reality, and John Garnet felt as if he were hunting in a

dream.

Emerging once more on the open, he found he was no

longer alone with the hounds. " That must be a good black

horse," he said to himself, and thought no more about it
;
for

although, as a stranger in the county, he believed the run to

have been perfectly straight, he Avas no ungenerous rival, and
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felt rather gratified that his pleasure should be shared by
one who could appreciate its charm. He might want

assistance too, he reflected, at the finish
;

for to kill a stag at

bay, and rescue his carcase from the fangs of a pack of

hounds, however tired, that had "set him up," was no

pleasant job to undertake single-handed in the wilds of

Devon. Therefore he greeted the appearance of Parson

Gale, galloping steadily towards him, with an encouraging

wave of the arm, and a jolly cheer.

The Parson's knowledge of wood-craft had served him at

last. Of the few turns the deer made out of its direct line,

this at least had been in his favour. It was in a strange

tumult of mingled exultation and malignity, that he now

found himself almost within speaking distance of his rival,

well within hearing of the hounds. "
It must soon be over,"

thought the Parson,
" and he shall not boast he rode clean

away from Abner Gale after all ! Anyhow, Master Garnet,

the deer cannot surely travel much farther, and then comes

the reckoning between you and me."

But one notable peculiarity of this wild stag-hunting in

the West, is the impossibility of calculating on the endurance

of a red-deer. A light young hart, four or five years old,

unencumbered by flesh, and with the elasticity of youth in

every limb, can naturally skim the surface of his native

wastes like a creature with wings ;
but it is strange, that

on occasion, though rarely, a stag should be found with

branching antlers to prove his maturity, and broad well-

furnished back to denote his weight, that can yet stand

before a pack of hounds, toiling after him at steady three-

quarter speed, over every kind of ground, for twenty, and

even thirty miles on end. We can gauge to a nicety the

lasting qualities of our horse—we have a shrewd guess at

about what stage of the proceedings even such staunch

hounds as Tancred and Tarquin must begin to flag ;
but the
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powers of a hunted stag defy speculation, or as old Rube

observed, in his more sober and reflective moments,
"
'Tis a

creatur three parts con-trairiness and only a quarter venison.

Why, even I can't always tell ye where to vind 'un, nor

which road he'll think well to travel, nor how fur he'll go.

Them as made 'un knows, I'll warrant
;

but there's many a

deer lies in the forest, as is one too many for Red Rube !"

It may be that the breeze was from the north, bringing

with it the keen salt savour of the sea
;

it may be that the

deer, reckoning up its remaining strength, felt unable to

traverse all that width of broken country which must inter-

vene, ere it could reach the sheltering heights of Seven Ash,

or the dark gorge that shuts in Combe-Martin Cove,

between the cliffs; for turning short to the right, it set its

head resolutely upward, and the pace became more severe

with every stride. The line too was exceedingly trying to

hounds and horses, from the undulating nature of the ground,

intersected at every mile with deep and narrow coombes—
unseen, till it was too late, by judicious coasting, to avoid

their laborious steeps. Up and down these the deer travelled

obliquely, using the broken sheep-tracks that afforded but

little foothold to a hound, and none whatever to a horse.

Katerfelto began to lean on his bridle, and Cassock, following

at a respectful distance, relapsed into a trot. Their riders

also wished from their hearts that the thing would come to

an end. There is but little satisfaction in the finest run on

record if, spite of troubles, triumphs, pains, and perils, Ave

never get to the finish after all.

But to one individual the turn thus taken at so critical a

period of the chase was welcomed with exceeding gratitude

and delight. Red Rube, on the broken-kneed pony, had hung

perseveringly on the line instinct rather than experience

prompted him to adopt. Steadily adhering to his western

course, and keeping the high ground, he was fortunate enough
Q 2
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to hit on the chord of the arc, and travelled less than a mile

for every two covered by the chase. Therefore, halting above

the green slopes of Paracombe to listen, his ears tingled,

and his heart thrilled while he caught the dear familiar cry.
"
They do run ov 'un still !

"
exclaimed the old man, his grey

eye sparkling, and the colour rising in his wiinkled cheek
;

" and they do come nigher momently, for sure. He do mean

'soilin' in the Lynn, I'll warrant, but they'll set him up

this side Waters-meet, I'll wager a gallon !" Then he con-

sulted that elaborate map of the country he carried in his

head, and admonished the broken-kneed pony with a touch

of his single spur.

Now, Red Rube's proficiency in stag-hunting and Parson

Gale's only differed in degree, nor was the divine very far

behind the harbourer in knowledge of their favourite pursuit.

He too, could make his guess at the probable termination of

the run, and husbanded Cassock's powers to the utmost,

with shrewd misgivings, lest his horse should prove unable to

outlast the deer.

Yes, the good stag must falter and fail ere long. His

russet hide is blackened now with sweat and mire, his eye

starts wild and blood-shot from his reeking head
;
he stops

more than once to take breath and listen, but toiling on

again labours heavily in his gait, and sways from side to side.

Facing a steep hill, he breasts it gallantly, and for the first

time since he left his harbour, scales the ascent in a direct

line for the top. Parson Gale, a mile behind, catches a

glimpse of him in the act, and plies his spurs freely, for he

knows that now the game is played out.

John Garnet too, who obtains a nearer view, is not sur-

prised to see the stag come faintly back, ere he has mounted

half-way up, and plunge downward into a thickly-wooded

valley, dark and silent, but for the brawling of a distant

torrent in its depths. Crashing through the leafy under-
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wood with a cry that grows louder, fiercer, and yet more

musical, as they come nearer and nearer their game,

Thunderer, Tarquin, Tancred, and the rest, dash eagerly

forward, with flaming eyes, impatient of delay, and heads

flung up at frequent intervals, as each hound catches its

ravishing particles, and owns the transport afforded by the

scent of a sinking deer. Crossing and recrossing the stream

downwards, always downwards, they plunge and splash

through the water, on the track of their prey, rousing the

echoes with a yell and chorus that announce their certain

triumph, and cruel thrist for blood.

Nearer, clearer, deadlier, every moment, it rouses all the

red deer's instincts of courage and defiance. If fight he must,

he will fight at the best advantage and to the bitter end !

His pitiless foes are not a hundred paces off, not twenty, not

ten. But for a bound those failing^ limbs could onlv make

in extremity of despair, they must have been upon him now,

and would have got him down, had he not leaped out of their

very jaws, to a ledge of water-worn granite, whence he slips

deftly into a pool that reaches his brisket, and takes up a

position of defence, with his back to an overhanging rock,

Rig^ht well he knows the advantage of standing firm on his

legs, while his assailants must swim to the attack
; and, lower-

ing his head, delivers the thrusts of those formidable antlers

with deadly effect. Hound after hound dashes in for the death-

grapple, only to turn aside, worsted, if not overcome. Tarquin

and Tancred, swimming warily out of distance, are watching

their opportunity ;
and Thunderer, seamed from shoulder to

flank, dripping with blood and water, bays wrathfully from

the shore. Facing his death in the deep wild glades and rocky

glens of beautiful Waters-meet, the stag seems undaunted still

and undefeated, as when fresh from his leafy lair, bold and

triumphant, he spurned the red mountain heather on the

moor by Cloutsham Ball.
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Admiration, dashed with pity, thrills John Garnet's heart,

while he contemplates the noble creature thus defending

himself, like a true knight, against overwhelming odds
;
but

the hunter's instinct of destruction rises paramount, and,

leaping lightly from his horse, he scrambles over the wet and

slippery boulders, with some vague notion of affording assist-

ance to the hounds.

It is not till he gains the rock beneath which the deer

has taken refuge, and comes near enough to touch the animal

with his whip, that he realises his own helplessness. He
carries no hunting-knife, and his only weapons, a brace of

horse-pistols, are safe in Katerfelto's holsters, a hundred yards

above him in the wood.

But Abner Gale is not thus to be caught at a disadvantage,

and unarmed. He too has dismounted
; and, rather from

instinct than reflection, runs in behind the quarry, with eight

inches of bare steel in his hand. The Parson is an adept in

all ceremonies of the chase, and no man knows better how to

administer its death-stroke to a hunted deer.

The roar of the torrent, the continuous baying of the pack,

drown all other noises
;
and John Garnet, stooping over the

stag, while considering whether he shall noose the beast in

his whip, and try to hold it till assistance arrives, little

thinks so fierce an enemy stands behind him, with his arm up
to strike 1

Now, it is but justice to say, that the Parson, running in

upon the red-deer thus "
set-up," and holding its own against

the hounds, was wholly moved by the force of habit and

the instincts of his craft. He, too, had pressed forward

when he heard "the bay," and, leaving Cassock beside

the grey horse, had rushed down with all the speed his

heavy riding-boots permitted, to cut the stag's throat from

behind.

It was only when he looked from that hated rival, un-
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conscious of his presence, and within arm's length, to the

steel in his hand, that the hideous temptation came upon
him

;
and while the sky seemed turning crimson, and the

river running blood, through the stupefying roar of the water

and deafening clamour of the hounds, a whisper from hell, in

the Tempter's own voice, bade him "
Slay ! slay !

—Smite and

spare not !

"

Men undergo strange experiences at such moments, and

live a long time in the dealing of a thrust, or the drawing of

a trigger ! Parson Gale, glancing wildly round, believed that

no human eye was on his movements, believed that, save for

himself and his victim, the solitude was unbroken by human

presence, believed that the devil in person was at hand to

help him in his crime, and that this hellish tinge of crimson

colouring sky and wood and water was a reflection from his

wings !

His eye had already marked the spot where, between the

shoulders of that laced hunting-coat, he could plant a blow

that should pierce the very heart. He nerved himself, set his

teeth, and raised his hand.

One convulsive effort of the braced sinews, one flash of the

descending steel, a choking sob, a gasping cry, a hoarse rattle

of the hard-drawn parting breath, and all would have been

over
;

but even while the knife quivered in air, John

Garnet turned his head, leaped to his feet, and caught his

enemy by the wrist.

A yell of rage from the grey stallion, jealous of Cassock's

approach, and rearing on end for an unprovoked assault,

attracted his attention and saved his ridei''s life.

The screen leaves shinin^ in the sun wove bowers of

Fairyland overhead, the torrent plunged, and roared, and

tumbled in foaming eddies round that translucent pool,

shining like silver through the dark tangled beauties of

wooded Waters-meet.
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Above stood two strong men, rigid, motionless as statues

for the space of a full minute, locked iu each other's grasp,

and below, leaping, swimming, dashing, retreating, traversing

to and fro, the noblest pack of hounds in Europe clamoured

round the stag at bay !

\

ii



CHAPTER XXV.

A BEOAD HINT.

" Hold on, Parson ! you've been and dropped your knife !

"

said a rough voice in Abner Gale's ear, while a dexterous

snatch twitched the weapon out of his fingers. "Shame !

gentlemen, shame !

"
continued E.ed Rube—for it was none

other than the harbourer, who thus struggled up in the nick

of time—"that two such noble riders should dispute about

the honour of blooding a pack of hounds !

"

Then stooping nimbly down, and seizing its branching

antlers with one hand, wliile with the other he drew the

Parson's hunting-knife across the stag's throat, he observed

that in the huntsman's absence it was a harbourer's right to

administer its death-stroke to the deer. Slowly, proudly, the

stately creature's head drooped to the level of those eddying

waters, already mantling in crimson circles with its blood.

Fiercely, savagely, maddened by the work of slaughter, leap-

ing and tumbling over each other in their eagerness to tear

their prey, the hounds threw themselves on the carcase, and

it required the efforts of all three men to preserve it from

being foully mangled in their fangs.

Side by side, in silence, yet assisting each other and Red

Rube, with all their skill in wood-craft, the foes who had but

now been grappling in a death struggle, drew ashore, dismem-

bered, and disembowelled the dead stag, as if their only con-
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sideration were the authorised distribution of its venison, and

proper recompense of the hounds with blood.

It was not till the prescribed obsequies were fulfilled, till

lights and liver had been set aside, the head sawn off, the

"slot," or forefoot, carefully severed for preservation, in

memorial of so fine a run, the paunch swallowed in eager

gulps by the famished hounds, while Tancred and Thunderer

growled at the two ends of a yard of entrails, and Red Rube,

with bare, blood-stained arms, wiped the Parson's knife on a

tuft of grass, but forbore returning it to its owner, that John

Garnet, finding a moment's leisure, observed how three or four

of the most fortunate riders had arrived, as though dropped

from the clouds, in time to witness the finish before all was

over. Amongst them he looked in vain for the pretty white

23ony and Nelly Cai'ew.

In the congratulations exchanged, the ebullitions of excite-

ment indulged in by these triumphant sportsmen, the Parson's

moody scowl escaped remark, save by one, whose whole life

was spent in noting these trifling signs by which important

results are indicated to the observing. Red Rube drew his

own conclusions from the attitude in which he found those

two foremost riders at the crowning catastrophe of the chase,

and was satisfied, while he marked his sullen glances and

vindictive brow, that the Parson entertained some deeper and

deadlier grudge against the more successful sportsman than

could arise from a mere question of priority in cutting the

deer's throat.

Now, Red Rube knew Abner Gale's character as well as he

knew the surface of Exmoor Forest, and wanted none to tell

him that the Parson's hatred meant persecution, by all means,

fair and foul, even unto death ! To John Garnet the har-

bourer had taken one of those fancies so often entertained by

the old for those who might be their grandsons. He liked

the young man's pleasant face and frank kindly manners
;
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his enthusiasm for the chase
;
above all, his skill in the saddle

and daring style of horsemanship ;
nor thought him less

deserving because of a shrewd suspicion that he was the

identical highwayman for whose capture a reward of one

hundred guineas had been offered by his Sovereign Lord the

King. Therefore—and it shows how high John Garnet must

have stood in his opinion
—Kube refrained from giving infor-

mation of his hiding-place, and claiming that large sum of

money for himself Therefore, also, he determined that, so far

as he could prevent it, the Parson should do no mischief to

this promising young stag-hunter; whom, moreover, he highly

admired for his recklessness in thus appearing openly while

so high a price was on his head. In short, he loved his new

acquaintance better than his old friend and fellow-sportsman,

better even—and it is saying a great deal—than one hundred

guineas in orold !

It is needless to observe that of those who reached the

finish at Waters-meet before the "bay" was over, Abel the

huntsman arrived first, making his appearance, indeed, im-

mediately after Rube had cut the stag's throat. There seemed

nothing more to be done therefore, when the hounds, now

thoroughly tired and footsore, had been satisfied, the jaded
horses remounted, and the riders' different versions of their

own doings exhausted for the present, than to jog slowly

home, each in his own direction, with a happy chance of

meeting more than one defeated sportsman, to whom he

might repeat the oft-told tale, never weary of recapitulating

the pace, distance, severity, triumphant conclusion, and whole

chain of events that marked this memorable run.

John Garnet, turning to remount his horse, was surprised

to find the animal in the custody of Rod Rube, who handed

his rein, and held his stirrup Avith an officious alacrity foreign

to his usual manner. The rider's first thought, no doubt,

was for the well-being of his steed, after so exhausting a
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performance ; yet did he not fail to remark a peculiar

expression on the harbourer's countenance, and the nervous

haste with which the old man helped him into the saddle,

pocketing the gratuity forced on him unconsciously, and by
instinct as it seemed, without a word of thanks.

It was not till he had satisfied himself of Katerfelto's

soundness, and felt the horse break gaily into a trot, stepping

free and true, that he gave a thought to Rube's flurried

gestures and strange anxiety to start him on his homeward

way, dismissing the subject from his mind without further

comment, in the natural conclusion that the harbourer was

drunk.

Then he abandoned himself to the exciting memories of

the last few hours, exulting, as well he might, in the extra-

ordinary speed and stamina of his favourite.

Meantime Parson Gale, seeking in vain for his hunting-

knife, with a moody brow and many curses on his own

carelessness in losing this favourite weapon, returned to his

trusty Cassock, with the intention, no doubt, of following

his rival, and calling on his brother-sportsmen to seize him

in the name of the king. He was no mean judge of such

matters, and in their late trial of strength found John

Garnet fully his match. Unarmed, therefore, he deter-

mined not to encounter his enemy hand to hand, regretting

his own folly in yielding to passion and endeavouring to slay

him at disadvantage, thus warning him of danger, and setting

him on his guard. How much better, thought the Parson,

to track him as old Tancred tracked a deer, never slackening

in effort, never off the scent, never turning aside for any

consideration, till he had run him ruthlessly down, delivered

him into the hands of justice, and seen the last of him on

Tyburn Hill.

It seemed to Abner Gale that his brother's blood cried

out from the very stones, not to be silenced nor appeased till
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his adversary stood in tlie hangman's cart, with the nightcap

over his face, and the fatal nosegay in his hand.

The poor black horse, however, instigated by no such

thirst for vengeance, and desiring only the warmth and rest

of its distant stable, was felt to be in a sorry plight so soon

as it was burdcDed once more with the weight it had carried

so gallantly through the day. Sore, stiff, and weary, it

Avas hopeless to expect from it anything more than the very

slowest trot. It bore besides, on crest and shoulder, marks

of the grey stallion's unprovoked assault
;
nor were these

calculated to soothe the vindictive feelings of its master.

Many a bitter curse he ground between his teeth, reflecting

that, for the present, he must abandon all hope of following

up his enemy, and, for his angry mood forbade him to join

in the talk of his excited brother-sportsmen, plod his home-

ward way as best he might alone.

How different were his feelings from those of the half-

dozen friends and neighbours, who had not half such good

cause to be satisfied with their own performances in the

chase. These laughed and jested merrily, in frank, hearty

good-humour, praising the run, the country, each other's

riding, and by implication their own, the huntsman, the har-

bourer, the stag, the horses, and the hounds. One or two

trudged a-foot up and down the steep inclines beside their

Aveary steeds, all did their best to ease and indulge the

staunch animals that had carried them so Avell
;
and each,

while claiming for the rider a large share of credit due to

the horse, betrayed in his bearing the self-satisfaction of a

man who has performed a good action, rather than the

sullen preoccupied air of one, like Abner Gale, Avho meditates

a crime !

Though in the West of England, as in Ireland, distances

from point to point seem held of less account than in other

parts of the kingdom, those are a dozen or so of very lono-
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miles, that stretch from Waters-meet to Porlock, after a

good run with stag hounds, on a horse that has been gallop-

ing all day. We should indeed be surprised could we

calculate the extent of country over which the powerful

stride of a hunter sweeps in such a chase as I have endea-

voured to describe
;
and should marvel yet more, were it

possible to ascertain the exact distance traversed by a hound.

The endurance of either animal seems truly wonderful when

put to the test
;
but the real horseman is ever considerate to

his "gallant and honourable friend," holding stoutly by the

maxim—
"Up hill spare me,
Down hill bear me,
On the level never fear me;

"

and believing this triplet of doggi-el to contain the first

principles of his art.

John Garnet, therefore, although he had long since dis-

covered Katerfelto to be one of those rare horses that can

begin again at the end of the day, did by no means suffer him

to go his own pace home, restraining his generous impulses

and riding him steadily along at very moderate speed.

I do not affirm, however, that his thoughts were entirely

monopolised by this partner of his labours and his triumphs,

or that he did not glance anxiously about him, from time to

time, in search of the well-known figure on the white pony,

that occupied the first place in his fancy, and indeed the

inmost citadel of his heart.

He was beginning to find those hours very wearisome

which were spent apart from Nelly ;
and after its excitement

had subsided, even so gallant a chase as that which he had

lately witnessed, was felt to be no equivalent for absence

from her side.

There are moments when reflection seems to be forced on

the most thoughtless of men
;
when the dream vanishes the
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illusion is dispelled, and they catch a glimpse of life as it is,

not as they wish it to be. John Garnet, riding softly through

the heather, reviewed the events of the last few weeks by the

light of common-sense, and wondered how this wild expe-

dition of his, and wilder infatuation, was to end ? That

liberty and life were endangered by his offences against the

law he had long been assured
;
but it was only to-day, and

by the merest accident, he had discovered that here, in

the vicinity of his hiding-place, lurked an enemy who thirsted

for his blood. There was no mistaking the expression of the

Parson's face
;
and had he not caught and held the uplifted

wrist in a grasp more powerful than its own, he felt that his

life-blood would have mingled in the eddies of Waters-meet

with that of the dying deer. Now, when the excitement of

the strife was past, he shuddered to think of the hideous

peril he had gone through, appreciating at the same time

the vindictive hatred of such an enemy, whose brother he

had slain in a midnight brawl, whose sweetheart he sus-

pected he had won from him on the sands of Porlock Bay.
In his place, thought John Garnet, he would have been as

savage, no doubt
; but, come what might

—
banishment, im-

prisonment, hanging, or a stand-up encounter man to man—
nothing should ever force him to give up Nelly Carew !

His nerves must surely have been shaken by the severe

exertions and strange experiences of the day ;
for a horse's

head appearing suddenly at his knee, while its footfall was

unheard amongst the heather, caused him to start violently,

and lay his hand on the pistol in his holster.

Ked Rube grinned in his face while he brought the

broken-kneed pony alongside of Katerfelto.
" Zeems as

though a man couldn't forget the tricks of his trade, Captain,"

said the harbourer, with a cunning leer.
" Here have I been

slotting o' you better nor two mile on end, as though you'd

been a right stag with three on the top
—that's my calling.
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There are you, out with the barkers, finger on trigger, stand

and deliver !
—that's yours."

In vain John Garnet denied and expostulated, protesting,

indeed, that he was wholly ignorant of the other's meaning,

and did but make an involuntary gesture towards his weapon
from an instinct of self-defence. Rube was not so to be put

off, and continued his remonstrances in a tone of confidential

sympathy, Avith his hand on the grey horse's main,
" There's a time for a deer to move, and a time for a deer

to couch," said the harbourer, using the familiar metaphors
of his calling.

" A time for 'un to stand at bay, and a time

for 'un to break the bay. When a deer vinds itself hard

pressed, and never a stick of covert for miles, the sensible

creetur
' takes soil,'

—do 'ee hearken to me. Captain, it takes

soil, I say, and vinds its safety many a time in the salt sea.

'Tis not so fur from Porlock to Ilfracombe, but that theer

good grey horse could cover the distance in half a day."

He sidled farther off as he spoke, and seemed lost in

contemplation of Katerfelto's points and symmetry, as he

trotted by his side.

" What should I do at Ilfracombe when I got there ?
"

asked John Garnet
; adding, impatiently, "Man alive ! speak

no longer in parables. If you've anything to say, out with

it, and tell me what you mean !

"

Rube looked behind, before, and on each side
;
then he

drew nearer and whispered
—

"There be a price on thic' head o' yourn', Captain, a

longish price, too. May-be more than it be worth."
"
I know it," answered John Gtirnet

;

"
I've seen the bills.

It's an easy way to get a hundred guineas. Rube. Why
don't you earn the money yourself ?

"

The old man looked hurt.
"
It's not honest wood-craft,"

said he.
"
Every beast of chase has a right to be hunted in

season, and with a fair start. The hounds are on your track.
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Captain, I give you fair warning ;
but that's not all. There's

one, a coarse black dog (Rube chuckled while he enunciated

this conceit), as will never be off the line so long as the

Sfame is a-foot, nor leave the slot till he has the deer bv the

throat. Do you think you deceived me awhile ago, when

you two stood in a dead-lock together on yonder slab of

stone ? Double on liim, Captain, I do tell 'ee, double on

him, that's what you've got to do. I've friends at Ilfra-

combe, free-traders they call 'em down there, they'd take

any young man aboard as was well known to Red Rube.

This here wind will serve, and I do know 'twill stay in the

North for days together now, as though 'twere nailed there.

God speed ye, young man. You mind what I tell 'ee.

Keep your own counsel, and take a good hold of your

horse's head !

"

Then he shook the pony's bridle, turned briskly down a

coombe, and disappeared.



CHAPTEE XXVI.

A HARD BARGAIN.

Plodding wearily on, in the shuffling, dogged, continuous

jog-trot that takes a tired hunter home, Cassock presently

pricked his ears, and increased the pace of his own accord,

while his rider's heart beat fast, for rising an acclivity not a

bow-shot in front, fluttered the blue riding-habit that

enclosed her pretty shape, nodded the feather in the saucy

little hat, that could be worn so jauntily by none but Nelly

Carew. Cowslip had failed to make up its lost ground in

time for her to see the end of the run, and Nelly was riding

soberly home, full of pleasant thoughts and fancies that

grouped themselves round a figure on a grey horse, skimming
the brown moorland, far ahead of all competitors, and when

last seen, alone with the hounds !

"Good even. Mistress Nelly," said the Parson, ranging

alongside, with an awkward bow. "
Nothing amiss, I hope,

with Cowslip, nor its rider. 'Tis not often the pair of you

give in before the deer, but you must confess that for this

once Abner Gale and the old black nag had the better of

pretty Mistress Carew." His voice, hoarse and thick with

conflicting feelings, startled her from her day-dream. Nelly's

colour rose, and the conciousness that he observed it caused

her to blush deeper in mingled vexation and shame.

"I made a fatal mistake at starting," said she, with a

nervous little laugh and a full stop.
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"A great many women do that !

"
grunted the Parson.

" And all my calculations were wrong," continued Nelly,

without noticing the interruption.
"
If the deer had passed

under Dunkerry Beacon, like the big black stag last year,

and taken soil in the Barle, down by Landacre Bridge, for in-

stance, or at Withy-pool, where would you all have been then?

Your turn to-day, Master Gale, mine to-morrow. That's the

rule of stag-hunting, and it seems the same for most things

in hfe."

She spoke with a flurried manner and an affectation of

gaiety he did not fail to detect. Tlie Parson's restless eye

and moody brow frightened her, and glancing round on the

solitude of the moor, she wished herself back with grand-

father, safe at home.
"
I would it were the same thing in life," he answered

sullenly.
" A bold, straightforward man who meant fair, and

feared nothing, might have a chance of holding his own,

then, and wouldn't see his place taken by the first new-

comer with thicker lace on his coat and more brass on his

forehead. Your park-fed deer is well enough. Mistress Nelly,

for them that don't know better, but who in their senses

would compare it with a real wild Exmoor stag ?
"

"
I don't understand you !

"
said the girl, looking in vain

for a companion, and wondering what had become of all the

defeated riders who must be plodding steadily home.
" Then I'll speak out !

"
replied the Parson,

" and remem-

ber, what Abner Gale says that he sticks to, for good and for

evil, mind. For good and for evil ! I'm a plain man,
Mistress Carew."

"Not so very plain, for your age, you know !

"
Nelly could

not resist saying, though dreadfully frightened. But he con-

tinued without noticing the interruption
—

" A plain man, and maybe I han't learned any of the

monkey tricks your town-bred gentlemen bring here into the
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West, thinking to carry all before them, with a hoist of the

eyebrows, a fool's grin, and a dancing-master's bow. But at

least I'm honest, if I'm nothing more, not afraid to show my
face by light of day, nor to speak my mind in any com-

pany, from my Lord Bellinger down to Dick Boss the sheriff's

officer, who has got a job in hand that will take him all his

time, judging by what I saw to-day."
" Dick Boss ! Sheriff's officer !

"
repeated Nelly, pale and

aghast, for already she knew too well John Garnet's danger.
" What have I to do with these matters ? Why do you say

such things to me ?
"

Though the Parson's voice softened while he answered, in

Nelly's ear it sounded harsher than before.

"
Why, Mistress Nelly ?" he repeated.

"
I marvel that you

can ask me so simple a question. Why do I watch every

look of your blue eyes, every word from your sweet lips ?

Why do I feel a different man in your presence, and hover

about you like that moor-buzzard up there hovers over the

bare brow of the mountain, wheeling, poising, watching,,

waiting patiently till he may stoop and carry off his prize?"
"
Waiting to tear it in pieces, you mean !

"
replied Nelly,.

angrily. "You're talking nonsense. Master Gale. If buzzard

you be, I at least am not going to become your prey."

The sun was sinking to the brown level of the moor

at their backs. The long shadows thrown before them, as

they rode softly side by side, might have belonged to a pair

of plighted lovers, so woven together were they, and inter-

mingled on the broad expanse of heather, deepening to a

browner russet and a redder gold with every moment of

departing day.

Yet in one bosom rankled wild, unsatisfied longings,

jealousy, suspicion, rage of wounded pride ;
in the other,,

contempt, loathing, and a passionate hatred, the more

embittered that it was dashed with fear.
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" You carry it with a high hand, Mistress Carew," said the

Parson, losing the command he had tried to keep over a

temper only too apt to rise beyond control. "You might
have learned before now 'tis a waste of time to ride the great

horse with one. I have the power, aye ! and more than half

the mind, to bring you down from your saddle there, in that

tuft of heather, on your knees. You may smile—you look

parlous handsome when you smile—but I'm not one to speak

out of my turn, I tell ye. I know everything, and I've got

his life in my hand !

"

Of all her fair and noble qualities, a woman's hypocrisy is

sometimes the fairest and tlie noblest. Unlike the rougher

sex, it is when she is most unselfish that she seems most

artful to deceive. Had her power been equal to her will,

Nelly Carew's natural inclination, and indeed her earnest

desire, had been to strike this man down, and trample

him under Cowslip's hoofs, not perhaps to death, but to

bodily injury and degradation, yet she commanded herself

with an effort beyond all praise, and smiled sweetly in his

face, while she observed—
"
Something has put you out to-day, Master Gale. I

suppose that is why you want to quarrel with your best

friends. You never spoke to me so sharp before. Is

it Cassock's fault, or mine, or whose, that your good nag
could not keep up with that grey horse on the open moor ?

The creature seemed to have the wings of a bird. If that's

all, sure 'tis no disgrace to be beaten when a man does his

best."

Though her tone seemed easy and unconstrained, she felt

cruelly anxious, and resolved at any cost to learn how far

Abner Gale's enmity was to be feared on her lover's behalf.

" The grey horse is a good one, I'll not deny," said the

Parson.
" Too good for his master and his master's trade,

though the beast has saved the man from hanging many a

,4
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time and oft. I'm surprised at your grandfather, Mistress

Nelly. I'm more surprised at yourself, that you can consort

with such a jail-bird. He is a disgrace to us all, coming here

to Porlock as though he could find no better place to hide in

from the hue and cry."
" Do you mean Master Garnet ?

"
exclaimed Nelly, with

flashing eyes, while she stifled a sob of wrath and fear

that rose from her heart.

"
I mean Galloping Jack, the highwayman," answered Gale,

" a villain who should have swung, by rights, at Tyburn, last

autumn, whom I devoutly hope to see hanged before the

fifth of November next !

"

"You showed me his dying speech and confession your-

self," answered the girl, with tight-set lips that kept down

some overmastering emotion by sheer force of will.
"
Come,

Master Gale, you know as well as I do that John Garnet is

no common thief with a black vizard and a speedy horse,

no mere moonlight robber to stop a coach for plunder on

the king's highway. He has done something worse than

that. Out with it
; you used to have no secrets from your

friends. Tell me what it is !

"

Parson Gale was in the habit of declaring that a man

who told a lie should possess a good memory. He wished he

had stuck more consistently to this maxim, and had not, by
his forgetfulness, thus laid his own statement open to denial.

The wisest course, he thought, would be to take the bull by
the horns.

"
I only hoped to shame you out of your fancy. Mistress

Nelly," said he, w^ith a transparent affectation of friendliness

and sincerity.
"
I know this man has assumed the title of

a famous highwayman for disguise. He is no more Galloping

Jack than I am. He is Master John Garnet, jplain John

Garnet, as I have heard them call him, in ridicule, I fancy,

of his waiting-maid's face and mop of curling hair. Wanted
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for robbing his Majesty's Government. Wanted for high

treason. Wanted for murder done in Covent Garden,

brought home to him by evidence no court of justice can

gainsay, and as sure to swing, on one, and all of these

counts, as I hope I am to get home to supper this blessed

night !

"

She had grown paler and jDaler with every accusation in

the catalogue of her lover's crimes. She looked as if she

must have fallen fainting from the saddle, yet never for an

instant did she lose her presence of mind, nor forego her

resolution to save John Garnet how she could !

"I can't bring myself to believe it is as bad as you say,"

she answered carelessly.
" But I thought there was some-

thing unusual about the gentleman, I'll not deny. 'Tis

grandfather wIkj will miss him if he comes to harm. Grand-

father took to him, you know, as he never took to a stranger

before. You must have seen that yourself."
" And you, Mistress Nelly," said the Parson, bringing his

weary horse nearer the white pony's side,
" did not you

take to this stranger too, and for the sake of a new face flout

the old friends who had loved yoa all your life ?
"

"La! Master Gale," was the feminine reply, "you talk

of loves and likings as though we could put them on and off

like our hose and farthingales. Sure you never thought me
one to forget an old friend for the sake of a new face, comely

though it be ?
"

" And you do not really care for this bedizened Jack-a-

napes ?
"
he exclaimed, while his voice shook with an emotion

that betrayed how deeply the admission touched his feelings.
"
I love him !

"
answered Nelly, watching her listener as

the steersman watches an angry sky.
"
Yes, I love him—•

for grandfather's sake !

"

Even in the anxiety and agitation of the moment, even

through all the scorn and loathing slie felt for the attentions



248 KATERFELTO.

of her unwelcome admirer, it could not but gratify her

vanity to mark the changes that passed over his rough,

weather-worn face with every word she uttered, every inflec-

tion of her voice. She had only suspected the Parson loved

her when she first discovered her own love for John Garnet,

She was sure of it now, and could almost have found it in

her heart to pity him, for the utter hopelessness of his suit;

but this was no time to induls^e in such weakness, Abner

Gale's affection was a powerful engine, and she must use it

to save John Garnet's life.

Looking very beautiful, and trusting to her beauty as man

trusts to his intellect, the brute to its strength and speed,

she glanced her blue eyes shyly in his face, and added, after

a becoming little pause of hesitation,
"
Why—Why should all

this interest you, Master Gale ?
"

" Because I love you !

"
he exclaiiued.

" Love you, Nelly

Carew, more than anythiug and everything in earth or

heaven ! I'm old and rough, I know—not fit to black the

shoes on your pretty feet. I've been a brawler and a sot,

and—and—worse than that, drinking and roystering at feasts

and revels, while all the time my heart was sore for the sweetest

lass in Devon, to think I wasn't good enough, nor comely

enough, so much as to kiss the tips of her fingers, nor to

sip with her on the same cup. But I'd be a different man
if you was only to hold up your hand. It Avould be no

trouble to leave liquor and wrestling-bouts, fairs, and

fiddlings, roaring lads and saucy wenches, at your bidding.

Nay, more than that, Mistress Nelly, I could go back from

the great oath I swore, if you did but hold up your finger,

and forgive my bitterest enemy for your sake !

"

"
Why should you have enemies, you that are so frank

and hearty ?
"
asked Nelly, fairly alarmed at the strength of

the feelings she had aroused, while determined to profit by
them at anv cost.
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The Parson reined in his horse, and unconsciously she fol-

lowed his examjDle.
" The man John Garnet," said he, in a deep, hoarse voice,

" took my brother's life—stabbed him in the dark, Mistress

Nelly, without friends or witnesses, and that man I ha,ve

sworn never to leave till with my own eyes I see him laid

in a murderer's grave. To-day an accursed chance delivered

liim out of my hand, when my knife was almost at his throat.

The next time he shall not escape so well. Dick Boss and I,

with a few stout lads to help, mean having him safe in

Taunton Gaol before the week is out. And this is the gal-

lant, pretty Mistress Nelly, I was fool enough to think had

made such way in your good graces as to supplant your old

friend Abner Gale !

"

How she hated him, sitting there, square and resolute, on

his horse ! The unwelcome suitor, the implacable enemy,

the avenger thirsting for the blood of one whom she only

loved more madly, more devotedly, because of his danger and

his need ! Her blue eyes burned with unaccustomed fire,

her cheek glowed with a deep, angry crimson, and Parson

Gale, marking her emotion, believed it was called forth by
affection for himself!

He looked at her in speechless admiration for the space of

a full minute, then he burst out with a sob :

" Have pity on me, Mistress Nelly, have pity on me ! I

love you so ! I love you so !

"

She had reviewed the whole position, taken in every detail

of the situation during this eventful pause, and made her

crowning manoeuvre with the skill of that subtlest of all

tacticians—a woman at her wit's end !

"
It's very easy to talk !

"
slie observed, demurely,

" but I

was always one that liked to see a man prove his words. If

you
—

you really cared for me, you woidd do what I ask
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wouldn't you, Master Gale? and never want to know the

reason why •

"

" Ask it !

"
exclaimed the Parson,

" and if I say no, beauti-

ful Mistress Nelly, then say no to me, when I plead for some-

thing dearer and more precious than the light of day and the

very air I breathe !

"

She knew too well the compact implied by so enthusiastic

an assent, but hesitated not for a single instant.
" You will spare Master Garnet," she said, in a steady,

monotonous voice,
" and give him time to get clear out of the

country, for my—my grandfather's sake,"
" On one condition !

"

" On any condition," she murmured, and the brown moors,

the evening sky, seemed to spin round so fast that she turned

faint and giddy in the whirl.

There was no question of deception, no loop-hole for mental

reservation and eventual escape. In the balance hung her

lover's safety against her own utter destruction. Could there be

a doubt into which scale would be flung the deciding weight of

a woman's self-sacrificing devotion, a woman's uncalculating

love?
" You will be my wife, Mistress Nelly Carew, if I pledge

myself to let this man go free ?
"
said the Parson, in slow, dis-

tinct syllables, while a grin of triumph, none the less hateful

for the affection it expressed, rendered his face more hideous

than ever in her eyes.
"
I will be your wife, Master Abner Gale, if you pledge

yourself to let this man go free !

"
she repeated, in clear,

incisive tones that seemed the echo of his own.

"And you promise never to speak to him nor see him

again i

" And I promise never to see him, nor speak to him

agam
It's a bargain."
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'•'

It's a bargain,"

Then they shook hands, and although Abner Gale would

fain have ratified this strange betrothal with a kiss, there

was something in Nelly's face that absolutely cowed him,

and he forbore.

They soon separated where their respective paths diverged.

The Parson made his way over the moor, wondering that he

did not feel more elated with his triumph, while Nelly rode

home alone, looking into vacancy with a white face and fixed,

tearless eyes, that seemed to express neither sorrow nor im-

patience, nor fear, but only mute wonder, and an uncom-

plaining, apathetic despair.
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SELF-SACRIFICE.

" Weather-wise—fool otherwise," is a West-country pro-

verb that by no means applied to Red Rube. The harbourer,

who had taken a judicious view of John Garnet's position,

and gave him sensible advice under the circumstances, proved
also a reliable prophet, even in so uncertain a prediction as

the quarter from which the wind would blow. It remained,

as he expected, in the north, and a keen frost setting in on

the night of the great chase from Cloutsham-Ball, gave pro-

mise of an earlier Avinter than was either expected or desired

in the fertile coombes of West Somerset and North Devon.

The honest yeomen-farmers looked grave and shook their

heads. There were apples yet ungathered in late orchards,

oats standing in sheaves on bare hill-farms
;
the cold weather

would bring the stags on, too, and put an end to their

favourite sport. Nobody wanted to begin winter in October,

while old people dreaded the effects of an unseasonably low-

temperature, or neighbours who were a few years, or even a

few months, older than themselves.

More than one venerable inhabitant of Porlock, noting his

shrunken form and feeble gait, was heard to express a fear

that, with the close of autumn, it would "
go hard with

Master Carew," and the veteran himself, though he kept his

opinion from Nelly, little hoped to see the buds and blossoms
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of another spring. He felt that Death was coming like a

giant on the mountains, casting his shadow before him as he

advanced with swift and noiseless strides, nor, but for the

leaving of his grandchild, did it seem so hard to follow the

host of friends and comrades who had preceded him to the

unknown country beyond the deep, dark, narrow stream.

A brave man is seldom deceived in such matters. Old

Carew, taking to his bed, gaunt and weary, an hour before

Nelly came home, knew he would never leave it again alive.

Guiding Cowslip deftly doAvn the hill into Porlock, the girl

believed her cup of misery was full. She told herself it could

not hold another drop. Severed from the love of her life at a

single blow, dealt by her own hand—bound to the man she

loathed and feared and hated, by her own promise
—
pledged

never to see nor speak to John Garnet again
—forbidden

even to warn him that he must fly ! No ! Honour or dis-

honour, she would not hold to this part of the contract ! He
must learn the truth from her own lips, and then, though
he should heap curses on her perfidy, she would bid him

farewell for ever, and live out, as best she might, the life of

misery and desolation she had chosen for his sake !

It formed no part of her calculations that he should be

waiting for her at her own door, that, lighting down from her

pony in the dusk of evening, she should leap into his arms,

and find herself folded in a close embrace against his heart.

" Oh ! you musn't ! you musn't !

"
was all Nelly had strengtli

to say, for one happy moment, ere she released herself and

stood apart, trembling in every limb. Then, even in the

failing light, she observed that his face was very grave, and

she missed the gay, careless ring in his tone, that possessed so

strange a charm for her loving ear. She had never heard

him speak so sadly before.

"
Sweetheart," he whispered,

"
my own Nelly, I looked for

you all the way home, and waited here till you came back,
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because I had something to say that it was right you should

hear to-night. I have not the heart to say it now. I was going

away to-morrow morning, only for a time, Nelly, but I can-

not leave you in your distress. I must stay and help you to

keep up your courage, dear heart, and to take care of grand-

father. He is ill—very ill, I fear, my pretty lass, and asked

for you before he went to lie down
;
but try not to be

frightened, dear heart, if—if—he doesn't seem to know you
at first, when you go to his bedside !

"

With a little cry of pity and terror she bounded from him

while he spoke, and sped like a lapwing to her grandfather's

chamber, leaving John Garnet standing by the jDorch, with

Cowslip's bridle on his arm, in the last stage of perplexity

and distress.

Leading the pony to the stable, he felt utterly at a loss

what to do.

Courageous as he was, and too reckless of his own safety,

he could not but feel that his position here in the hiding-

place he had chosen became more dangerous every hour

Red Rube's warning did but corroborate his own suspicions,

and when he reflected on Parson Gale's unscrupulous hatred,

which would leave no stone unturned to deliver him into the

hangman's hands, his common sense told him there was but

one chance of escape left, while the plan advised by the

harbourer, of taking boat at Ilfracombe, seemed the only

practicable means of flight.

So soon, therefore, the next day, as Katerfelto was re-

covered from the effects of his exertions, he had intended to

make for that little seaport, and embark forthwith, sending

the grey horse back to Porlock by a trusty hand, to remain

in Mistress Carew's care till its owner's return. He promised
himself one more interview with Nelly, when, for the fiftieth

time, they might exchange vows of unalterable affection, and
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SO would go his way, despondent indeed and unhappy, yet not

wholly despairing of better days to come.

And now old Carew's dangerous illness, of which he was

advised the moment he got off his horse, scattered all these

projects to the winds. While he waited for Nelly's return,

that he might prepare her to expect the worst, he resolved

that no consideration of safety for himself should part him

from the woman he loved, so long as his presence could cheer

and console her grief.

After a restless night, and an early visit to Katerfelto's

stable, where it was satisfactory to find the grey horse, fresh

and lively, rested from his hard day, John Garnet presented

himself at Carew's door, and was surprised to be received by

Nelly herself, who had not been to bed, yet looked none the

less beautiful for the pale face and weary eyes, that spoke of

some trial even sorer and sadder than the watch in a sick

chamber, than the cruel suspense of hope and fear, when

life seems to hang on a thread, that wears itself slowly away.

He would have caught her in his arms, but she motioned

him to keep back with a scared, wistful look, and a ghastly

smile, that chilled him to the heart.

" He is conscious," she said.
" I thought you would wish

to know. There is yet a hope, and God is merciful. Surely
I am not to lose all in one day at one blow !"

"He will get well, sweetheart," answered John Garnet,

hopefully,
" and live, I pray, for many a long year to come.

In a few weeks he will be strong enough to leave his bed,

and, Nelly, he will be able to give me the girl I love with his

own hand."

The last sentence he whispered in her ear, but she started

away from him, and her face, pale enough before, turned

white to the very lips.

"Silence I" she exclaimed, fiercely. "You must never

speak to me like that again !"
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But for tlie pity of it, his blank amazement would have

seemed absolutely ludicrous. It was as though some soft

and gentle bird that he loved and cherished had turned on

him, with the gaping beak and battling wings of an in-

furiated hawk !

"What mean you?" he gasped. "What is it? Nelly!

Sweetheart ! What have I done ?
"

" To save him from death ! To save him from death !

"

The words seemed ringing in her brain, or she never could

have nerved herself for the task she had undertaken.

"We have not gone too far to draw back, Master Garnet,"

slie said.
" There is a time for all things. Let there be no

more fooling between you and me !

"

She spoke lightly, even flippantly, though she felt her

heart breaking. Surely there is no courage like that of a

woman who makes up her mind to lead a forlorn hope.

"Fooling!" he repeated; "fooling! Do you mean to

affirm that you have been fooling me all the time ? Explain

yourself, Mistress Carew. Have you found a new sweetheart,

or is this but a sorry jest to try the temper of the old ?"

She bowed her head in assent. If she made him angry,

she thought it would be easier to effect a rupture. And yet,

to part from him unkindly ! ah ! if she could but fall down

then and there, tell him the truth, and die !

He felt utterly perplexed, astounded, incredulous, yet

wounded to the very heart. It seemed so impossible she

should have ceased to care for him, even while the announce-

ment was on her very lips. Stiffly, and with an offended air,

extremely unlike the frank and kindly bearing that was one

of John Garnet's characteristics, he made a low bow, and

observed quietly :

"No lady need fear persecution from me. Forgive my
repeating to you. Mistress Carew, that I loved you dearly,

and believed you cared for me in return."
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"
I know it," she said, and but for a choking sensation in

her throat would have added something more.

"I have deceived myself strangely, it seems," he con-

tinued, trying to meet her eyes, which she kept averted from

his face.
"
Nevertheless, I think I am entitled to demand

the cause of this sudden dismissal. I should not like to lose

my respect for you. Mistress Carew, even though I must try

to forget my own unreasonable love."

Still that catching in the throat. She loosened the black

velvet band round her neck, before she could answer.

" Master Garnet," she said,
"
it is not good for you to be

here. You ought never to have come. I blame myself you
have not sooner gone away. Believe me, the air of Porlock

means death. If you
—

you ever cared for me, as you say,

depart at once, to-day, this very hour, and put the blue sea

between us, for m^/ sake !"

"For your sake?" This was surely a new experience of

the sex, thought John Garnet
;
was ever woman so incompre-

hensible ? Was ever woman so lovely, and so beloved ?

" For my sake," she repeated, and the blue eyes met his

own without flinching. "Master Garnet, I am going to be

married, and your presence here conduces neither to my
happiness nor your own."

" Married ? Tell me at least the name of the man you
have chosen."

There was no bitterness in his tone. Only a deep sorrow

and a kindly interest that told of unselfish affection, wounded

but not destroyed.
" Parson Gale," she answered, speaking very fast and

glancing wildly about her.
" Does it surprise you ? Is it

strange ? Does it not seem like a jest ?
"

She burst into a

painful laugh, shrill, harsh, and by no means suggestive of

mirth. He looked anxiously in her face, wondering more

and more.
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"
Mistress Carew," he said, in a grave earnest voice,

" I

pray you may be happy !

"
and offered his hand.

She caught it in both her own, with a low, sobbing cry,

pressed it to her heart, her lips, her eyes now streaming with

tears, flung it from her in hysteric violence, and rushed out

of his presence, leaving John Garnet utterly bewildered and

dismayed.

Even now he could not bring himself to admit that all was

over between them, though wholly unable to account for his

sweetheart's inexplicable conduct, and completely at a loss

what to think, and what to believe.

Later in the day, wandering restlessly to and fro, unwilling

to leave its vicinity, he observed Parson Gale ride through

the village of Porlock, dismount at old Carew's door, tie his

horse there by the bridle, and enter the house without farther

ceremony. Then, for the first time in his life, he felt that

keen pang of jealousy, which is at once the test, and the

punishment of love.

The Parson, notwithstanding certain misgivings, smothered

in his own breast, that his wooing, although successful, was

attended by many hindrances and drawbacks, liad attired

himself, as became his new character, with imusual care and

splendour. The rusty old riding suit was replaced by a

glossy black coat and waistcoat. His boots were clean, his

spurs bright, and a new steel buckle shone in the band of his

hat. More than one acquaintance whom he met in his ride,

grinned admiringly, and asked himself, in his own vernacular,

"Wot the dickens Payson wur up to now ?"

But Abner Gale, like the rest of mankind, was doomed to

learn, that, in a love chase, as in a stag hunt, checks, disap-

pointments, falls, and other casualties must be encountered

and endured. He had bought his pearl at a great price, no

less than the loss of his revenge, and it seemed there should

be nothing to do now, but to stretch out his hand and place
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die jewel in his breast. He felt sore and angry, like a man

defrauded of his rights, or overreached in a bargain, to find

himself kept waiting nearly an hour in old Carew's parlour,

and greeted at last by Nelly, with a pale, serious face, and

e^^es full of tears.

He was a brisk suitor enough, to do him justice, enter-

taining no very exalted notions of women's coyness and

delicacy, but holding rather to certain old-fashioned maxims

inculcating promptitude and decision, protesting that "faint

heart never won fair lady," and always impatient to
"
strike

while the iron was hot." Yet even Parson Gale felt abashed

to meet that serious, heart-broken gaze, and he could no

more have offered to kiss her cheek than if she had been a

queen on the throne.

Coldly, quietly, as though there were nothing more

between them than the intercourse of common acquaintance,

she informed him of her grandfather's illness, and her own

fears for its result, adding that he required constant attend-

ance
;
and Master Gale must not think her uncivil or

inhospitable if she could spare him only a few minutes of

her company in this climax of sorrow and distress.

PerhajDS she never thought so well of him as when he

released her hand with that respect which real misery com-

mands from the roughest of natures, while he bade her, in a

tone of unfeigned sympathy,
"
Keep her heart up, and never

say die
;
for while there's life there's hope !

"

" Not for one, Master Gale !

"
answered poor Nelly, now

breaking down completely.
" Oh ! grandfather, grandfather !

I had but you in the world !

" Then she hid her face in her

hands, and he saw by the action of her shoulders that she

was sobbing as if her heart would break.—He dashed a tear

from his own rough cheek.
"

I'll take my leave now, Mistress Nelly," said he,
"
only

wishing I could be of service to you, or do you good. Is

s 2
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there notldng you can think of? I'd go fasting and bare-

foot from here to—to Jerusalem !

"
declared the Parson, who

had not an idea where it was,
"
if I thought I could take the

weight of a feather off the burden you have to bear !

"

She only waved him away with one hand, keeping her

tear-stained face buried in the other. He had already

reached the door, when a bright thought suggested itself, and

he turned back.

"Mistress Nelly!" he exclaimed,
"

if there's a doctor in

England can cure good Master Carew, I know where he is

to be found. I'll wager a gallon I bring him to this house

within four hours of the present time." The familiar ex-

pression denoted that Parson Gale was thoroughly in

earnest.

Nelly looked up through her tears.
" God bless you for

your kindness, at anyrate," she sobbed. " What is he ? Who
is he ? Send for him at once !

"

He turned, with his hand on the door. "The man is in

hiding," he answered, "and may be afraid to come, for there

is a price on his head. But this is a case of life and death,

and if he refuses, I'll tie him hand and foot, by George,

bundle him on to a horse, and carry him with me at

a gallop across the moor !

"

With this valorous promise, Abner Gale swung himself

into the saddle, and in a few seconds was clattering up the

stony lane from Porlock at his utmost speed. Regardless of

his new clothes and the lustre of his boots, he pursued his

way at the same headlong pace, through deep coombes and

shallow streams, miry swamps, and tufted banks of heather,

till he gained the open moor, and only drew bridle when he

reached that lone and sequestered valley in which the gipsies

had pitched their camp. Through it he rode like a madman,

scattering the swarthy little half-naked children to right and

left beneath his horse's feet. At the door of a brown weather-
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stained tent, sat Fin Cooper mending a kettle, and liere the

Parson halted with a jerk,
" Where's the priest ?

"
said he.

"
I want him this instant.

'Tis to save a man's life !

"

" What priest ?" asked Fin, looking lazily up from his

work.
"
Katerfelto," explained Gale.

"
Katerfelto," repeated the gipsy.

" He would not thank

you for calling him by his name !

"



CHAPTER XXVIII.

SELF-DEFENCE.

4

He did not thank him. The Charlatan, who had closely

shaven his venerable beard, and adopted, with their reserved

demeanour, the precise and sombre habit of the Jesuits, was.

sitting down to an excellent stew, whereof the savour, not-

withstanding his preoccupation, rose gratefully to the Parson's

nostrils. But his business admitted of no delay, even for

such temj)tation as a mess of game and venison cooked gipsy-

fashion
; and, laying his heavy hand on the other's shoulder,

he addressed him by name, bidding him shortly
"
rise and

get to the saddle, since a patient was dying for want of him. .i

And even to those who knew it best, 'twas a sorry pastime

riding the moor in the dark !

"

Katerfelto started, looking about uneasily, for Dick Boss

and his satellites.
" Hush ! good Master Gale," said he

,

" a

man may have more names than one, and I am known a&

Father Constant here. The person you speak of fled the-

country a week ago. You owe him some gratitude, or I am
mistaken. 'Twould be a scurvy trick to lay the bloodhounds

on his track."

" Never fear, man !

"
answered the Parson, heartily.

" Safe

and undisturbed as a November stag shalt thou remain, so

long as thou harbourest with us ? 'Tis but a cast of thy

trade I am asking thee, as though I bade Fin Cooper do me
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a bit of tinkering on a worn-out kettle. We must have thee

down at Porlock to stop a hole in a man's life. Fin is putting

a saddle on the sure-footed roan even now. I take no denial,

Master Katerfelto. If you come not of good will, I shall

cany you thither by force."

" Needs must, when the devil drives," answered the other
;

" and the proverb seems to hold good with a West-country

parson. But, I pray you, let us ride softly and fairly. Lan-

cets and scalpels are none the better for shaking, and I had

as lief be hanged by King George, as break my neck in a

Devonshire bog !

"

Nervous of temperament, loving his ease, and unaccustomed

to the saddle, there yet lurked in Katerfelto that professional

instinct which seems to pervade every disciple of the healing

science. He left his dinner unfinished for a scamper over

the moor, regretful indeed, yet with admirable promptitude
in the hope of saving a fellow-creature's life. He had prac-

tised medicine and surgery before he took to conspiracy and

imposition, entertained sufficient confidence in his own skill,

believing it greater than it was
; and, but for the Parson's

reckless speed, and the rough nature of the ground they

traversed, would have experienced a doctor's gratification in

the excitement of a new case, and the exercise of his art.

But that rushing, reckless, headlong ride put to flight all

thoughts save those of immediate self-preservation. Fin

Cooper's roan, no matter how he*came by it, was a SAvift and

sure-footed galloway, with a hard mouth and a determined

will of its own. The Parson had no sooner mounted, than

he urged his horse to a gallop, and proceeded at that jDace

up and down the steepest hills, along the most broken paths,

over the roughest ground, and through the tallest heather

without pause or hesitation
;
while the galloway, not to be

outdone, followed close in its leader's track, now leaping a

hidden ditch, now swerving sharply aside to avoid a ravine,
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anon plunging through a bog up to its girths, with snorts of

emulation and defiance. Finally, when the Parson came to

an abrupt halt in the gloom of Horner Woods, it bumped

against his horse's quarters with a jerk, that fairly shot

Katerfelto out of the saddle on its neck and ears.

" I pray you give me a moment's breathing space," urged

the discomfited rider as he shuffled back into his seat,
"
else

I Avarn you, Master Gale, you will bring the dead to heal

the living when we arrive at our patient's door !

"

"Where there's life, there's hope," answered the Parson,

who, in his abstraction, regarded his companion's distress no

more than the difficulties in their way.
" We are close at

hand now. I can hear the tide whispering in the bay. Oh !

Master Katerfelto, rescue me this one man from the grasp

of death, and ask Abner Gale what you will in return. I

am not so bad as you think, and—and—bad as I am, I never

went back from my word !

"

"
I'll do my best," promised the other, observing, with

exceeding gratification, that their horses' hoofs now rang on a

sound, hard road, and that the scanty lights which marked

the village of Porlock were within a quarter of a mile.

Dismounting at old Carew's door, the Parson ushered

Katerfelto into Nelly's presence, and while he felt re-assured

to learn that her grandfather was still alive, could not but

mark with deep concern the ravages a few hours of distress

and vexation had made on the sweet face of his promised

wife. He seemed, however, to recognise one consolation in

the midst of all his troubles and anxieties—John Garnet must

be far enough off by this time, and there was nothing more

to fear from the rival, whose absence he had purchased at

the price of his own revenge. In his self-satisfaction, the

Parson almost fancied himself a benevolent and forgiving

man, with virtues only now coming to maturity, who de-

served to be happy because he was good.
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Establishing the Doctor in Carew's house, under his grand-

daughter's care, Abner Gale had the grace to take his own

departure without delay, and rode home through the dark,

elated at the successful issue of his enterprise, and the

matrimonial prospects opening before him, but unmoved by

Nelly's wan looks and obvious misery, as by the north wind

that blew so keen at his back in angry gusts, powdering the

sleeves of his riding-coat with something whiter than sleet,

something, that a month later in the year he would have

called snow.
" She never could live a week in that old house," muttered

the Parson, turning his collar up to his ears,
"
unprotected

and alone. She would come home to Abner Gale's roof, for

sure, as kind and willing as a bird to the nest. It won't be

long first, my beauty, for, if this is to be winter in earnest,

the cold will bring the old man down like an apple off a

tree !

"

And the Parson was right. Carew's life was indeed ebbing

swiftly and surely away ; yet much had to come and go, even

at this quiet village of Porlock, before his shattered storm-

worn bark could reach her peaceful moorings in that Fair

Haven—"where the wicked cease from troubling and the

weary are at rest."

Katerfelto did his duty, and Nelly scarcely left the patient's

bedside for a minute at a time. If skill and attention could

have saved him, old Carew might have been kept alive for

many a week to come
;
but the last few grains in the hour-glass

.seem to dribble away the fastest, and it was no more obvious

to the doctor who watched, than to the girl who prayed, that

with sinking strength and failing vitality, the question was
no longer of days, but of hours.

In this her sore distress, how could John Garnet find it in

his heart to leave the neighbourhood of the woman he loved ?

How could he bear to think of her loneUness, protected only
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by the hateful attentions of Parson Gale ? He lingered on

imprudently enough, visiting the house at frequent inter-

vals for news of the dying man, and ^Dressing many a crown-

piece on the sorrowful servant, who was the only person visible

to answer his inquiries.

Yet his pale and anxious looks had been marked by loving

eyes, swimming in tears because of his constancy, his danger,

and the promise that forbade further warning or expostula-

tion. Herself unseen, Nelly caught a glimpse of her lover

more than once—and so did Katerfelto.

His presence filled the Charlatan with indignation and

alarm. They had been concerned together in a conspiracy

against the Government, and either of them, so argued

Katerfelto, could hang the other. If John Garnet

recognised him, it was more than probable that he would

endeavour to secure his own safety, or at least a commu-

tation of capital punishment, by informing against his

confederate.

The grey horse, the arms, the money, all would be traced

back to the master-spirit that originated the plot, and there

would be no escape for him then ! John Garnet must be

destroyed at once, without scruple and without delay. The

means were close at hand. The Parson made no secret of his

attachment to Nelly Carew, and Katerfelto seemed to know

by instinct that in such a character as Gale's, jealousy once

aroused could be lulled by nothing short of a deadly and final

revenge. After all, he did but act in self-defence ! He owed

John Garnet a grudge, perhaps, for the abduction of Waif;

but it was no question of petty injuries or reprisals now.

Simply a choice of evils. John Garnet or himself had to pay
the penalty of high-treason at Tyburn. Of course, it must

be John Garnet !

So, when Parson Gale rode down to Porlock on his daily

visit of inquiry, the Charlatan motioned him into the little
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parlour, and closed the door on their conference, with a mys-
terious face,

"
My business here," he began, in his dry, sarcastic tone,

"
lies with symptoms rather than affections, and concerns the

liver more than the heart. Nevertheless, I can understand

men's devices, though I cannot sympathise with their follies,

and I see well enough. Master Gale, there is no price you
would grudge to pay for a pair of blue eyes that are sore with

weeping and watching in the chamber overhead,"
" What of that ?

"
asked the other abruptly ;

for Nelly's

persistent avoidance of him on the plea of her grandfather's

danger vexed him to the heart.

"Not much, in my opinion," answered Katerfelto
;
"but it

may be something in yours. The same cause produces dif-

ferent effects. You carry a pebble in your pocket without

inconvenience, but put it in your shoe, and I defy you to walk

across the room. You love this girl. Master Gale, and I know
it. Do you want to lose her ?

"

The Parson must have been very much in earnest, for he

neither stormed nor swore, but only turned a shade paler, and

said, in a low, thick voice, "Lose her!—I had rather lose my
own soul !

"

" Then look a little closer after her," was the reply.
"
There's

another man within a stone's-throw who loves blue eyes, may
be as well as you do. He comes to the house daily. Aye,
half-a-dozen times a day !

"

"What manner of man ?" asked the Parson, still in the

same low, concentrated voice,
" A straight, handsome young spark," answered Katerfelto,

" with bright eyes and dark clustering hair. Tush, Master

Gale, you know him well enough—'tis none other than my
former patient,

'

plain
' John Garnet !

"

" When was he here last ?
"

"To-day— uut an hour ago
—a few minutes before you
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airived. Stay, Master Gale—you seem in a prodigious hurry
to be gone. See ! you have forgotten your riding-glove."

" Give it Master Garnet when next he comes," said the

Parson, in no louder tones than before, but with a look in his

eyes that made even Katerfelto's blood run cold,
" and tell

him from me the harbourer shall not claim his right next

time I set my stag up to bay. He will know what I mean.

Oh ! Nelly, Nelly !

"
he murmured, with a sob, while he un-

hitched his bridle from the garden palings,
"
I would have

kept to my bargain if you had kept to yours !

"

The Charlatan, returning to his medical duties perfectly

satisfied that his object was in course of accomplishment,

observed that Nelly was not as usual in attendance on her

grandfather. She entered the room, however, within a minute

or two, so pale and calm, that he had not the least suspicion

she could have overheard any part of his conversation with

the Parson.

Nevertheless, that evening, John Garnet found on his

supper-table a letter, the first he had ever received from her,

bearing no signature, and consisting only of the following

lines :

"
They have resolved on your destruction. Fly at once.

Perhaps hereafter I shall see you again. Think no more of

what I said. I will never marry him. I had rather die first."

That was all, but it set John Garnet acting as well as

thinking. His preparations were soon made, a small valise

was packed, his arms were carefully examined and fresh

primed, finally he visited his horse in the stable, saw to his

corn, his shoes, his saddle and bridle, all the requirements

indispensable for the morrow, when, with the first appearance

of day, he would have to ride for his life.

Lastly, he passed once more under Nelly's windows,

and watched, Avith a strange, sad longing, the point of light

that denoted her vigil by the dying man's bed. Then he
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tui-g^d back to his lodging for a few hours' rest, more de-

pressed and sick at heart than he had ever felt before. The

north wind howled angrily, stripping their autumn leaves in

scores from the bending boughs of the orchard, while every

now and then, an ungathered apple came to the ground with

a thud. It was a dreary night, pain and sorrow within, cold

and desolation without. A hopeless mourner above, a weary

watcher below, for something told John Garnet that old

Carew's life was ebbing away with every passing minute, and

that death was busy up yonder, while here the snow fell thick

and fast.
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REMORSE.

In the gipsies' camp a night of snow and storm was accepted

without a murmur, and provided against in a spirit of in-

genuity and forethought peculiar to such wayfarers, as love the

shelter of no roof so well as the canopy of heaven. Fin Cooper

in his tent, at the door of which crackled a liberal fire of roots

and brushwood, filling the interior with warmth, and indeed

smoke, declared himself as hapjjy as a king ! He had all his

comforts about him, and most of his possessions within call,

nor wanted a sufficient share of such superfluities as made

the luxuries of his hard unsophisticated life. There was a

dressed skin for his couch, a good blanket for his coverlet, and

a soft shawl doubled over an anker of brandy for his pillow.

In the kettle steamed a hare, a brace of partridges, and a

haunch from the fore-quarter of a red-deer. With food,

rest, and warmth, good liquor in his cup and good tobacco in

his pipe, Fin could not but admit that, so long as his tent

held waterproof, he was not much to be pitied, even on a

Devonshire moor imder an early fall of snow. To-night,

also, he considered himself more fortunate than usual, as he

shared these advantages with no less welcome a visitor than

AVaif, accompanied, for reasons of propriety, by her grand-

mother, an old Egyptian, reputed to have once been hand-

some, and of fascinating demeanour, now, to say the least, a

I
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remarkable person in appearance, grim, taciturn, given to

drink, and seldom condescending to remove a sliort black

pipe from her mouth.

His promised wife, on the contrary, seemed in high spirits,

as she was unquestionably in gi-eat beauty. Her black eyes,

flushed and sparkled, her tawny cheek glowed with a rich

deep crimson, while her manner betrayed no little self-

assertion, her tone something, amounting almost to defiance,

when addressed by her future lord. Talkative she never had

been from childhood, but to-night she was less taciturn than

usual, and seemed strangely eager to break such occasional

silence as gave scope for her own thoughts.

Fin, looking on her with admiring eyes, did not fail to

notice that in figure she had grown thin, to leanness, and

that there shone a brilliancy, unnatural even for a gipsy, in

the uneasy glances that watched his movements so narrowly,

yet never rested for an instant on his face.

Thyra always seemed unlike other girls, thought Fin,

and this preoccupation, no doubt, was but the shyness of

love.

He took her hand, while the old beldame was busy refilling

her pipe, and raised the slender, shapely fingers to his lips,

with a comely grace, that a gipsy wears no less naturally

than a prince of the blood.
"
To-morrow, Thyra," said he, "you will make Fin Cooper

the happiest man alive. To-morrow, we shall be one in the

sight of all our people, never to part again. The parson of

the Gorgios joins a couple by the hand, like a brace of thieves

chained together in the dock, but the Romipen of the Romany,
a true gipsy marriage, solders them heart to heart, as I would

weld tin and copper into brass ! To-morrow, my lass, you
will be mine. To-night I am altogether yours. Ask me
what you will, beautiful Thyra, I can deny you nothing at

such a time as this !

"
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Her hand remained in his while he spoke : when he dropped

it she shivered from head to foot.

" I am cold," she murmured, "so cold. There will be snow

to-morrow, Fin, deep snow, amongst these hills. The Gorgio

bride wears white on her marriage-day. A Romany lass

might do worse than follow the example."

Her fixed gaze, that seemed looking on some object miles

and miles away, her sorrowful tone, so quiet and so very weary,

disturbed him. He caught her hand once more, and would

have drawn her into his arms, but for the shake and snort of

a horse at the tent-door, and Parson Gale's well-known voice,

bidding him rouse and show himself, with a tass of brandy in

his hand.

A man who has little to offer is usually very hospitable.

Fin sprang forward to welcome the intruder, with cordial

alacrity, and summoned a bare-legged urchin from half-a-score

within call, to lead the Parson's horse into a sheltered nook

behind the adjoining copse, where two or three donkeys were

pulling at a truss of hay, Abner Gale was then hurried into

the tent, and supplied with brandy ;
the inclemency of the

weather rendering that liquor unusually grateful to his burly

frame.

"All friends, here?" asked the Parson, holding the un-

tasted cup in his hand.

" All friends," replied Fin Cooper.
" The old woman is

stone deaf, and this time to-morrow Thyra will be my wife !

"

Gale was equal to the occasion. Ere Waif could turn

her head, he imprinted a kiss on her cheek, and tossed off

the brandy to her health.

" I claim my priest's dues," said he gallantly,
" the first

right to salute a bride. And now to business. Fin. Not a

moment is to be lost. I want to borrow the sure-footed roan

again to-night. I'll pay you handsome this time."

With the lofty politeness of men Avho deal in horses

I
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honestly or otherwise, Fin ignored the question of money

altogether.
" Oh ! that's nothing between me and you," said the gipsy ;

"but the last journey you went our roan might as well have

been stag-hunting. You must have galloped him a dozen

miles on end without drawing bridle. 'Tis a good little

beast as was ever bred on the moor, but I needn't tell you,

Parson, that horseflesh is not iron. What do you want with

him, now ?
"

" To mount Dick Boss," was the answer.

Fin made a wry face, and Waif held her breath. A
sheriff's officer seemed the last person to whom it was natural

for a gipsy to lend his horse.

Parson Gale put his head out at the tent-door, looked

about him into the dark night through which snow-flakes

were falling thick
; and, having satisfied himself, he could not

be overheard, proceeded to unfold his plans, the more frankly

that he had every reason to count on the assistance of both

his listeners.

" There's money be to got by the job," said he, with an

evil scowl on his heavy brows. "Blood-money, but what

of that ? We will share and share alike. This pretty lass of

yours. Fin, she found out where the deer harboured. You

and Dick Boss, and another handy chap or two, shall help

me take him, and when King George comes down with the

reward, God bless him—there will be twenty guineas each to

spend in drink ! If that won't make a blithe wedding. Fin

Cooper, I'll engage to remain a bachelor till my dying day !

"

The gipsy was a man of business.
" And your share,

Parson ?
" he asked, calculating the sum to be divided with

great exactitude.

"
I don't desire to be paid," replied the Parson.

"
I do it

for the .sport !

"

Waif leaped from her seat, with flashing eyes, and her

T
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hand on the knife she always wore, but sank back laughing

wildly, and speaking in short disjointed gasps.
" Good !

"
she said.

" Good ! He's the right sort, Fin, this

Gorgio, Bid him tell us how he means to set about the job."

Fin Cooper, turning to the Parson, thought he had never

seen so wicked a smile as that which gleamed in Gale's eyes,

and curled round his mouth while he repeated,
"
I do it for

the sport, lad
;
he's a right deer, I tell ye ;

and if I don't set

him up to-morrow, I swear I'll never go hunting again."

"That's why you want the roan?" asked Fin, turning the

matter over in his mind, as a question of profit and loss.

"
Right," answered the Parson

;

" Dick Boss must be on a

good nag, and so must I. If John Garnet should get the

wind of us, he'll show a clean pair of heels, you may take

your oath. But what of that ? Let worst come to worst,

four mounted men spreading wide, and knowing every yard

of the ground, ought to ride him down, though the grey

horse had a wing at each foot instead of an iron shoe. But

that's not my plan. Hark ye, Fin
;

we'll be in the saddle

before daybreak, and we'll take him while he's asleep."

Waif stirred uneasily, but only muttered again,
" Good !

good ! Mind what he says. Fin, for surely the Gorgio speaks

fair."

"
'Tis as easy as drinking out of a glass," continued the

Parson, scarce noticing her interruption. '-Dick Boss and

the roan, his two men riding their own- nags, yourself, Fin, on

something that can gallop a bit, I never knew you without

one—and game old Cassock to bring me along with the best

of ye. It would be a rare chase, lad—I could almost wish he

might slip through our fingers, and ride for it over the moor,

but he'll never have the chance, Fin
;

he'll never have the

chance !"

"Suppose he shows fight, Parson," suggested the gipsy,

who was a bold fellow enough on occasion, but regarded such
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matters with a keen eye to business. "'Tis none of your

dunghill fowls this, but a cock of the game, with never a

morsel of white in his wing, put him down where you will.

Suppose he lugs out on Dick Boss, and whistles a brace of

balls into you and me ?^'

"I'm not afraid of him," answered Gale; "it makes no

difference in the reward, Fin, whether we take him dead or

alive."

" Come back, Thyra !" exclaimed the gipsy, with more of

a husband's authority than was yet permissible in his tone.

" Where are you going, lass ? Come back, I tell ye."

She was already through the tent-door, but returned at

his bidding.
"
It's stifling hot in here, Fin," she said

;

"
I

should have choked but for that mouthful of fresh air."

" And you were so cold a while ago," he replied, watching

her narrowly. "Parson Gale," he added, turning to his

visitor,
" take the roan and welcome. The lad will show you

where to find him. I'll meet you at the head of the coombe

an hour before daybreak. It's a job that won't work well in

the dark
;
but the less time we put off the better when once

the sun's up. Will you take another cup of brandy. Parson 1

you've a cold ride before you, and we've not done with the

snow yet."

But Gale declined, and Waif, who suffered nothing to

escape her notice, argued from this unusual abstinence an

intense longing to work out the project of his revenge.

So John Garnet was to be in the power of his enemies,

bound hand and foot, delivered over to a shameful death,

with to-morrow's dawn, and it wanted but three hours of

daylight now. John Garnet, with his merry eyes, his

winning smile, and frank, kindly face. Was this to be the

end of all? The nightcap, and the nosegay, and the hang-

man's cart rumbling over the stones on Tyburn-hill. John

Garnet, the man she used to love so dearly she would have

T 2
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followed him bare-footed through the world. And it was

her doing
—her revenge. Yes ! If she had driven a knife

into his throat she could not more surely have slain him,

than when she betrayed the secret of his hiding-place, and

denounced him to Parson Gale. The man she used to love,

the man she loved so fondly, so madly still. Now that it

was too late, the whole tide of her feelings seemed to turn,

and she would have given her own life freely, then and

there, to save him, aye even for the blue-eyed girl, whom
from the moment she saw them whispering together in the

orchard she hated, with the fierce, pitiless hatred of her

race.

She gasped for breath, the tent and its occupants swam

before her eyes ;
a deadly faintness seemed to hang fetters of

ice about her limbs, and she turned sick, with a maddening

fear, lest the strength and hardihood she had so prized

might fail her, in this, the extremity of her need.

Fin Cooper watched her with shrewd suspicious glances.

The gipsy, a man of few words, but keen in perception, and

ready of resource, drew his own conclusions from the restless-

ness he could not fail to notice in his promised wife, and

resolved not to let her out of his sight till he started on

horseback to join Parson Gale and his satellites. Once in

the saddle, he had no fear that Waif could outstrip them, or

give John Garnet warning of his danger, till he was safe in

their hands.

So he sat and smoked in silence, stretching his legs across

his own tent-door, while Waif gnawed her lip in an agony of

remorse within, and the snow fell fast through the darkness

without. But towards dawn the air turned colder and the

sky began to clear. Fin Cooper rose, shook himself, drank a

mouthful of brandy, and bestowing a sarcastic nod on its

inmates, left the tent to saddle his horse and depart. In a

moment the girl slipped out behind him, and, lightly clad as
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she was, sped through the sleeping encampment, swift and

noiseless as a deer. Her grandmother, waking from a doze,

never doubted but that Thyra had returned to her own tent,

and unwilling to face the night-air, composed herself to sleep

again with the pipe still in her mouth. Fin Cooper, riding

steadily up the coombe, chuckled to think how he had out-

witted his bride, and stifled the pangs of jealousy it seemed

so unreasonable to entertain, now that the lapse of an hour

or two must deliver his rival into his hand, while the swarm

of gipsies he left behind him, huddled up in their blankets

under their canvas coverings, snored healthily and loud,

thinking little, and caring less, about the pearl of their tribe,

her anguish, her sorrows, her coming espousals, or, indeed,

anything but their own warmth, comfort, and repose.

So Waif sped on, fast as her supple limbs could carry her,

through the copse, and up the coombe, and across the moor,

wrapped in its cheerless shroud, stretching, as it seemed in

her impatience, to a limitless expanse that mortal foot could

never compass, mortal eye was powerless to scan. Oh ! for

the wings of the curlew ! Oh ! for the speed of the red-deer.

She would give all the rest of her life, willingly, thankfully,

for two leagues, only two leagues, less to traverse, for two

hours, only two hours more to spare. Was it the snow that

showed everything so distinctly, or was this really the light

of morning stealing, cold and pitiless, over a world of white ?

Toiling, hurrying, panting, all agape with pain and fear, she

yet found breath to curse the coming day. And still she

hardly knew how or why she was straining nerve and sinew

in this desperate race. There could be nothing in common

now, between herself and the man whom she hated so

bitterly, yet loved so well. He had deceived her, aye, as he

had deceived many another, before it came to her turn (here

Waif's small white teeth closed hard on her dainty lip), and

would deceive more, no doubt, hereafter, with the same
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alliiriDg smile, if through her agency he should escape the

penalty of his misdeeds, and survive for future treachery.

How could he be so false, so cruel, so heartless ? Were all

men like this. Fin Cooper and the rest, or was John Garnet

a vile exception to his kind ? She knew not, she cared not.

Good or bad, she loved him ! she loved him ! how could she

ever have thought otherwise ? and she would do all in her

power to save him, cost what it might.

Oh, that endless stretch of moor—those weary dragging
miles ! Curse them ! Curse them ! It was broad daylight

already, and she had only now caught sight of the Severn

Sea, lowering a dark and sullen line beyond the snowy waste.

A band of iron seemed to enclose her head, a weight to drag
at each of her limbs, a cold hand to tighten round her heart.

What if her strength were to fail, and she should be too late

after all.

To see him once again !
—once again ! Only to look in

his face and die ! She would be content then, and ask for

nothing more. But the time passed, ah ! so quickly, and her

lagging feet so laboured in the snow-drifts, that he might be

taken long before she could arrive at Porlock, and even

then the only mercy she asked of heaven might be denied.

Her lips were parched and dry, her knees trembled, she

could hold out at such exhausting speed no longer, and yet
she had scarce accomplished half the distance to her goal.

She knew that deep, dark ravine well, narrowing yonder in

her front to some eight or nine yards from bank to bank. It

would save more than a mile could she cross it at that point
where the blighted fir-tree stood. Above and below it

widened into a deep precipitous coombe, tangled with brush-

wood, through which a silver thread of running water laughed
and whispered many a fathom down in its slippery bed of

stones. No. It was too far to leap, and she must go round.

She lost heart utterly; and the wind, rising once more in
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mocking gusts, seemed to flout and buffet her, driving another

snow-storm in her face.

But on its wings it carried a dull, smothered beat, faint

and distant, yet drawing nearer with each regular monotonous

foot-fall. It was the tramp of horses, galloping at speed

over the snowy surface of the moor
;
and Waif, eager, erect,

motionless, listening with every nerve, as the red hind listens

to the tufters, made out distinctly that the nearest rider was

far ahead of two or three others in jDursuit.

As the blinding storm passed over, that death-chase came

fairly into view. Along the side of the opposite hill swept

two horsemen at headlong pace, the one a quarter of a mile

before the other, and increasing his distance with every stride.

A third laboured hopelessly in the rear
;
and two more, one

of whom she recognised as her affianced husband, were

making for the head of the coombe, with the obvious inten-

tion of hemming in and cutting off the object of their

pursuit.

Keener even than a gipsy's eye-sight, the instincts of love

and hate told Waif that the first rider was John Garnet, the

second Abner Gale.

" Have I found thee, oh, mine enemy !

"
muttered the

Parson, plying Cassock with his spurs, while he scanned the

ravine before them, and reflected, not without a grim

humour, how impossible it seemed that any creature unpro-

vided with Avinofs should reach the other side. He knew

that deep and yawning chasm, where the fir-tree stood, well

as he knew his own stable-door
;
but he did not know the

grey horse's dauntless courage, nor the recklessness of a man

like John Garnet riding for his life !

Waif, however, could understand and rely on both. Tear-

ing the 'kerchief from her bosom while she ran, she hurried

down to the deep precipitous edge at its narrowest part, and

waved for the man she loved her signal to come on.
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How like him, she thought, to spare a hand, even at such

a crisis, and raise his hat from his comely head ere he forced

it firmly down and set his horse going for the leap.

"By George! you are a flyer!" said John Garnet, as

Katerfelto, pricking his ears and shortening his stride while

he increased his pace, bounded freely from bank to bank,

detaching, however, with his hind feet a large portion of

earth and shingle, that went rumbling and rattling down

many a perpendicular fathom into the abyss. So that, even

while the words were on the rider's lips, the horse stumbled

and fell as he landed, rolling forward on his side and shoulder

in the snow.

John Garnet, who never let go his reins, was up in an

instant
;
whilst the horse rose almost as nimbly, with wild

eye and spreading nostril, snorting in terror and defiance,

scared alike by his exploit and his fall.

Plunging forward, the buckle of his throat-lash gave way,

the bit slipped out of his mouth, and Katerfelto scoured

riderless into the waste, leaving John Garnet standing on

his feet, with the bridle in his hand. A shout of triumph

from the pursuers, who were already rounding the head of

the coombe, warned him that they had seen the catastrophe,

and were prepared to take advantage of it. Unarmed and

dismounted they could ride him down now, they thought, at

their leisure, let the grey horse go where he might.

Among the many faults of his character, none could tax

Abner Gale with want of promptitude or decision in an

emergency. No sooner was he satisfied that his enemy
meant to charge boldly the obstacle in front, than he too,

urged no less by vanity than hatred, made up his mind, while

he caught hold of the black horse's head, to ride at it, neck-

or-nothing, and take his chance !

John Garnet was hardly down and up again, ere the

Parson, sitting firmly in the saddle, had forced his horse at
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the leap, even to the very brink. But, wiser than his

master, poor Cassock was fain to be excused. Alas ! the

rider's strength of seat and hands and limbs, above all, his

indomitable ivill, would take no denial, and the gallant old

horse made his effort too late ! Chesting the opposite bank,

the concussion shot the hapless pair, as if from a catapult,

to the very bottom of the chasm.

Even in the turmoil of her feelings. Waif turned sick,

while her imagination, rather than her senses, told her the

hideous truth
;
but John Garnet, peering over the brink to

whei'e a dead man and horse, with hardly a bone unbroken

in either of their frames, lay rolled up in a ghastly heap,

could not help murmuring,
"
'Tis a pity sure, for vile as he

is, a scoundrel not worth hanging, no better rider, nor bolder,

ever buckled on a pair of spurs !

"



CHAPTER XXX.

REPARATION.

But there was no time for interchange of sentiments, re-

gretful or otherwise, at such a crisis. Fin Cooper and Dick

Boss had already coasted round the coombe, and were

hastening down its side to the fatal spot. Katerfelto, carrying

his rider's saddle, valise, and pistols, galloped across them

masterless, into the waste. John Garnet, dismounted and

disarmed, for even the short sword he wore had been jerked

out of its belt in his desperate ride, felt that he must sur-

render at discretion. What chance had he against two reso-

lute men on horseback, who knew the moor, were provided

with fire-arms, and had legal authority to use them if re-

quired.
" The game's up, Waif," said he,

" but you and I have

played it out, my lass, to the very last card ! I was thinking

of you only this morning at daybreak when I stole away from

Porlock, and my friends over yonder set up a shout of rage

to see my tracks not three minutes old in the snow ! If I

had but known the country ! Well, well ! 'Twas a rare

burst and a noble leap ; You showed me the only spot where

it could be done, and I understood with the first wave of

your arm
;
but how came you to be here, my pretty Waif, in

the nick of time ?
"

Oh ! the kind cruel voice ! the kind cruel words ! It was
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snowing fast, and the wet Waif dashed from' her eyelashes

might not have been tears after all.

"
I knew they meant to kill you !

"
she sobbed.

"
I heard

their vile, wicked plot, and Fin kept me a prisoner in his

tent lest I should warn you. Ah ! they little knew Waif, if

they thought she could sit and count her fingers when you
were in danger ! I swore to save you, and I will ! Thank

your God, if you Gorgios have one, for this snow-storm.

No man living can see twenty paces before him while it lasts.

Take off your boots !

"

He stared, wondering if she had gone mad, but Waif was

already on her knees dragging at one of his feet with all her

might.

She continued, in an eager, hurried whisper, without de-

sisting for a moment from her task :

"
Close by here, under

the birch-tree, is a sheep-track that will lead you safe to the

bottom of the coombe. Keep in the brushwood by the

waterside, and follow the stream. A mile lower down you will

come to Red Rube's hut. They will never think of looking

for you there. Tell him Thyra Level sent you, and he will

hide you for my sake. Farewell, Master Garnet. I—I

wish you good luck, and—do not—do not quite forget

Waif!"

Ere she had done speaking, his heavy riding-boots were

drawn on her own shapely limbs. Then she turned away to

plunge through the snow without another word.

He stretched his arms towards her. For one briefmoment

she stood looking at him, less like a woman of real flesh and

blood, than some visionary phantom of tlie night. To his

dying day, John Garnet never forgot that figure of the gipsy-

girl, her pale face, her raven hair, the folds of her scarlet

hood seen through the slanting downfall of the storm.

Those solemn eyes, with their yearning gaze, seemed still

bent on him, long after the slender shape had vanished in
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that grey and thickening gloom ;
vanished for ever, to return

no more but in his dreams.

Shouts at no great distance warned him that he must

attend to his own safety, and, slipping cautiously into the

coombe, he obeyed Waif's directions to the letter, keeping

studiously under cover in the brushwood, and making his

way along the bed of the stream, as nimbly as lacerated feet,

protected only by hose, would allow. Ere he reached Red

Rube's hut, where he found the harbourer at home and

willing to give him shelter, he had plenty of time to reflect

on his future plans, and to appreciate the devotion and self-

sacrifice of the girl whose heart he had won so lightly and

cared so little to retain. Pangs he felt, no doubt, of pity,

regret, even remorse, but through them all, he could not

but admit, that one glance from Nelly Carew's blue eyes

would be enough to make him forget his own thoughtless

frivolity, and the gipsy's unreasoning, incontroUable affection

that was now riskintj dear life for his sake.

He could not but acknowledge the dangers she must

incur toiling through the snow in his heavy riding-boots,

that she might draw his pursuers from the path he actually

followed. She might perish of cold and exhaustion on the

open moor. She might be buried in some snow-drift from

which she had not strength to extricate herself. Worse than

all, when overtaken and caught, what fatal penalty might
not be exacted by the vengeance of that half-savage hus-

band whom she had deceived for the sake of her Gentile

love.

If Waif herself entertained any such misgivings, they

were swallowed up in the single consideration of out-witting

his pursuers, to save John Garnet from death.

So she plunged and laboured on, faint, breathless, weary,

sustained only by the one earnest aim of her brave and loving

heart, listening eagerly for the voices of those who were on
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her track, and exulting, with fierce and bitter triumph, to

lead them farther and farther from their prey.

One more mile. If her strength would last but for one

more mile, he must have reached his refuge then, and she

would be content to lie down and die. Shrouded in a

snowdrift on her wedding-day. (She laughed to herself

at the conceit) and married, like a Gorgio bride, all in

white !

Fin Cooper and Dick Boss, galloping down to the spot at

which the grey horse fell, made sure of his rider at such a

grievous disadvantage, and laughed, while they pointed out to

each other the heavy footmarks printed off distinctly in the

snow.
" He'll not travel far in them boots, wading through the

drifts !

"
remarked Dick Boss, who was little given to conver-

sation at the best of times.

"'Tis our hunted stag," answered Fin, .showing his white

teeth, with a pitiless laugh ;

"
he's beginning to weary already,

I can tell, by the slot !

"

So they followed, with renewed ardour, upward, always

upward into the hill, and pointing for the wildest part of the

moor.

But the horses were beginning to tire, toiling more than

fetlock deep in snow, and the blinding flakes that lashed the

faces of their riders not only shrouded everything from their

view, but filled up and obliterated the track on which they

depended for guidance and success.
" "We are beat, man !

"

said Dick, drawing rein, sulkily, and wringing the heavy
snow from his sleeves and holsters.

''

There's not a drop of

blood left unfroze in my body, and I shall give out !

"
turning

his bridle at the same time doggedly down hill, while the

gipsy, trusting to his knowledge of the country, declared his

own intention of making a wide sweep forward, hoping thus

to catch a glimpse of the pedestrian, and ride him down, so
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soon as the storm modified sufficiently to distinguish an

object at ten paces' distance.

Once parted, the two men had no chance of coming to-

gether again. The sheriff's officer, through sheer good luck

did eventually find his way back to Porlock, but Fin Cooper

wandered aimlessly on many a mile further into the wilder-

ness. He, too, was at last obliged to confess himself defeated.

Not only baffled in his search, but lost, like an overfed

Gorgio, on the moor.

The snow, falling and fallen, so completely effaced or altered

every familiar land-mark, that he rode blindly round and

round, ashamed to admit he was unable to find his way out

of this weary, interminable, undulating waste of white.

After a hundred mistakes, a hundred disappointments, he

came to a standstill perforce. Floundering through a deep

snow-drift, he was compelled to halt and take a survey of the

misty surface, over which every passing moment made it

more unsafe to travel. The storm, that had raged and lulled

at intervals, now lifted for a time, disclosing at a hundred

paces' distance something that caused Fin to start in his

saddle, and brought a blasphemy of malice and exultation to

his lips.

Yonder, almost within pistol-shot, lay a motionless heap

half buried, half revealed, and yes, his keen hawk's eye did

not deceive him, a horseman's heavy boot protruded from the

snow !

With a cry of triumph he spurred eagerly to the spot, and

leaped from the saddle in such fierce and hungry hate as

impels the pounce of a wild cat—the swoop of a bird of

prey.

She lay dead—stone dead. The girl he had loved all

these years. The woman that to-day, this very day was to

have been his wife ! And he thought it was John Garnet,

whose life he. had thirsted to take for a reward of twenty
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guineas. Twenty guineas to spend in rioting and drunken-

ness at his wedding feast ! He burst into so wild a shriek

of laughter as startled the very horse, from which he had

dismounted, and fell on his knees beside the rigid form, that

he had last seen warm and supple, clothed with living grace

and beauty in his tent.

It seemed impossible. She had not surely lain there many
minutes, and yet how stiff she had grown and cold ! Against

that fixed grey face he laid his own, and tried hard in his

agony to breathe life into those pale parted lips, but it was

hoping against hope, and while he swore that it could not,

should not be, his bursting heart told him the truth, and he

knew that Thyra Level's deep dark eyes would look on him

again, gladly or sadly, never more ' Even in his utter misery

he saw it all : the ingenious shift, the false track, the artifice

by which she had outwitted him, and led him skilfully off

the line of his pursuit, to spend his wedding-day with her

here, locked in each other's arms, the only occupants of the

frozen, desolate waste.

The gipsy's mood was very pitiful and tender while he sat

and watched by her corpse in the falling snow, waiting till

his horse should be sufficiently rested to carry a double

burthen, thinking, more in sorrow than in anger, of their two

blighted lives, and the love he had given so lavishly without

return, wondering in his heathen reasonings why these things

were so, wishing in his despair that the storm would fall

thicker and thicker to wrap them for ever on this their mar-

riage-bed in its shroud of eternal white.

After a few days, however, all traces of winter again dis-

appeared from those smiling valleys and shaggy woodlands

that border the Severn Sea. Not a patch of white was left

to spot the swarthy uplands where Dunkerry Beacon lords it

over the moor, and along the warm sheltered coast from

Watermouth to Watchet, summer seemed to have returned
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only softer and kinder for her desertion. But the fairest

flower in Devon languished and faded in the genial sun-

shine, more obviously than she had drooped beneath the

storm. Nelly Carew, in deep mourning for her grandfather,

looking none the less beautiful in her sorrow, felt so lonely

and unprotected now, that in her moments of despondency she

almost wished she could die too, like the others, and be at

rest.

Katerfelto vainly endeavoured to persuade her that by

accompanying him in his flight to the Continent she might

probably join John Garnet, who must surely have preceded

them to some of the usual refuges for such political outlaws,

believing, no doubt, that, accompanied by so beautiful an

associate, he could ply his old trade with every prospect of

success
;
but the girl's own sense of right forbade her to think

for an instant of such a scheme, and he, too, went his way,

after Master Carew's funeral, leaving Nelly entirely forsaken

and alone. The neighbours, though liberal in expressions of

sympathy, and offers of help which was not required, shook

their heads and whispered to each other that there was some-

thing unlucky about the lass—things went wrong with all

Avho took a fancy to her. The old grandfather, who couldn't

keep his eyes off her, and thought gold wasn't good enough

for her to eat off, he died—well—a man in years certainly, but

still very little over eighty after all ! Then there was that

godless parson who broke his neck just above the Witches'

Wash-pot, and indeed every bone of his body, so that they

could scarce straighten him decently for burial. Was he not

a lover of Mistress Nelly's ?

As to the young spark, a comely lad, forsooth, and a

gallant, who came and went with his grey horse like a flash

of lightning, so that nobody in Porlock ever knew what was

gone with him, why it wasn't likely, was it ? that she would

ever set eyes on him again ! Altogether, Nelly felt very un-
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happy and despondent. It seemed hard, at her age, to be

left so friendless, so utterly alone in the world.

But one afternoon, when the days were at their shortest,

came a letter by the weekly post from Taunton, stamped

with a French mark, tied in a bright new ribbon, and

directed in a bold masculine hand to Mistress Nelly

Carew.

From the date of its receipt the neighbours could not

but observe how the girl's eye grew brighter, and the colour

returned to her cheek. The hope that had nearly died out

in her heart began to bloom once more, and her trust came

back in John Garnet, just as poor Waif's did, but with better

reason, and a happier result.

She learned that powerful friends had made interest for

this proscribed young gentleman at court. The king was a

thorough Englishman, placable, courageous, extremely averse

to severity when an enemy was conquered and under foot.

John Garnet counted on a free pardon, and even hinted at

the possibility of the northern estates reverting hereafter

to their rightful owner. Lord Bellinger had made a famous

speech on the Cider Bill, which brought him into notice,

and gave him, for the time, considerable influence. This

influence he had exerted in Master Garnet's favour, reason-

ing, with characteristic inconsequence, that but for the exploit

attributed to Galloping Jack, of which his penetration liad

discovered the real originator, he would have been buried

alive in the West at the very time when he seized his oppor-

tunity to distinguish himself in the House of Lords. Nelly

must be patient and constant, as the writer vowed to be

himself Tiierc was a good time coming, and she must

wait.

That Nelly did wait, I gather from a picture in the posses-

sion of the Garnet family, representing a woman in the bloom

of youth, with a pair of outrageously beautiful blue eyes,
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smiling from under a mushroom hat, on a child in a wliite

frock and coral necklace at her feet. The whole purporting,

as set forth in gold letters on a corner of the canvas, to be a

portrait of Dame Elinor Garnet and her eldest son. If this

be indeed the Nelly Carew of his desperate expedition into

Devon, I can readily understand that sickness of heart which

came over Waif, when peering stealthily into the orchard at

Porlock, she espied so comely a damsel in affectionate con-

verse with the man she loved.

But what became of the good grey horse ? Tradition, on the

authority of Red Rube, affirms that he was never retaken after

his bridle broke, but passed on rejoicing, to life-long freedom

in the moor. The harbourer was wont to declare that as soon

as he had forwarded his rider, whom he kept in close hiding

for a week, to the little coast town whence an escape was

arranged by sea, he himself set out in pursuit of the incom-

parable stallion, determined to tax all his science and

ingenuity for the capture of such a valuable prize. The

very first day of his search, he came upon the saddle and

furniture from which the horse had kicked himself clear.

And many a time afterwards, he followed the iron-shod hoof

marks till the iron too had dropped off, leaving only the print

of a smooth oval foot, with the patience and persistency of

his trade; but shyer, and warier than any red-deer, the animal

never allowed him to come within hearing, and seldom

within sight. Doubtless he joined those herds of wild

horses and ponies, which to this day roam through the

remote coombes and moorland wastes of West Somerset and

North Devon, free and unrestrained as the very breeze that

sweeps across the scanty herbage on which they feed.

Here it is to be presumed that he fulfilled his destiny,

doing good in his generation, for even now, when some

bold and reckless rider has been carried more gallantly

than usual, in one of those wild, glorious, but exhausting
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runs that seem peculiar to the West, he lays a loving

hand on the reeking neck of his favourite, and observes,

triumphantly,
"
It always tells at the finish. You never get

to the end of them when they've a strain of blood that goes

back to old Katerfelto !

"

THE END,

EltADIlUUV, AG.NLW, &. tO^ I'lUNTKl.a, ^VIllTKn•.IARS
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Little DoRRiT With 8 ,,

Our Mutual Friend With 8 ,, ... .

Barnaby RuDGE With 8 ,,

Old Curiosity Shop With 8 ,,

Tale OF Two Cities With 8 ,,

Sketches BY Boz With 8 ,, .

American Notes arwi Reprinted Pieces With 8 ,, ,

Christmas Books With 8
,,

Oliver Twist With 8 „
Great Expectations With 8 ,,

Hard Times and Pictures from Italy With 8 ,, ,

Uncommercial Traveller With 4
,,

A Child's History OF England With 4 ,, ,



BOOKS
PUBLISHED BY

CHAPMAN AND HALL,

ABD-EL-KADER. A Biography. Written from dictation by Colonel
CHUECHiLt. With fac-simile letter. Post 8vo, ^s.

ALL THE YEAR ROUND. Conducted by Charles Dickens. First
Series. 20 vols. Royal 8vo, cloth, 5s. 6d, each.

New Series. Vols. 1 to IL Royal 8vo, cloth, 5s. 6d. each,

The Christmas Numbers, in I vol. royal 8vo. Boards, 2s. Gd.

AMAZON AND MADEIRA RIVERS (THE). Sketches and Descrip-
tion from the Note-book of an Explorer, by Fbanz Keller. Wit/t 68 illustrations on
wood. Super Royal 4to, cloth, 21s.

AUSTRALIAN MEAT—RECIPES FOR COOKING AUSTRALIAN
MEAT, with Directions for Preparing Sauces suitable for the same. By a Cook.
12mo, sewed, 9d.

AUSTRO-HUNCtARIAN EMPIRE AND THE POLICY OF COUNT
BEUST. A Political Sketch of Men and Events from 1866 to 1870. By Air
Englishman. Second Edition. Demy 8vo, with Maps. 9*.

BARTLEY (G. C. T.)—The Seven Ages of a Village Pauper. Crown Svo,
cloth, 5».

BAVARIAN HIGHLANDS (THE) AND THE SALZKAMMERGUT.
Profusely illustrated by G. Closs, W. Diez, A. vox Rambebg, K. Raup, J. G.
Stkffan, F. Voltt, J. Watteb, and others. With an Account of the Habits and
Manners of the Hunters, Poachers, and Peasantry of these Districts, by Hebmait
ScHMiD and Kabl Stieler. Super Royal 4to, cloth, 25s.

BELL (DR. W. A.)-NEW TRACKS IN NORTH AMERICA. A
Journal of Travel and Adventure, whilst engaged in the Survey of a Southern Rail-

road to the Pacific Ocean, durmg 1867-68. With Twenty Chromos and numerous
Woodcuts, Second Edition. Demy Svo, 18s.

BELL (MAJOR W. MORRISON)— OTHER COUNTRIES. With
Illustrations and Maps, 2 vols,' 8vo, cloth, 30s.
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BENSON'S (W.) PRINCIPLES OF THE SCIENCE OF COLOUR.
Small 4to, cloth, 15«.

MANUAL OF THE SCIENCE OF COLOUR.
Coloured Frontispiece atid Illustrations. 12mo, cloth, 2s. 6il,

BLYTH (COLONEL)—THE WHIST-PLAYER. With Coloured PLates
of "Hands." Third Edition. Imp. 16mo, cloth, 5.'.

BOYLE (FREDERICK.)—THROUGH FANTEE-LANU TO COO-
MASSIE. A Diary of the Ashantee Expedition. PostSvo, 14^.

TO THE CAPE FOR DIAMONDS. Post

8vo, cloth, 14».

— CAMP NOTES ; Stories of Sport and Adventure in Asia, Africa,
and America. Post 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6<^.

BRACKENBURY (CAPTAIN, C.B.)—FOREIGN ARMIES AND
HOME RESERVES. Republished by special permission from the Times. Crown
8vo, cloth, 6s.

BRADLEY (THOMAS), of the Royal Military Academy, Woolwich—
ELEMENTS OF GEOMETRICAL DRAWING. In Two Parts, with Sixty Plates.

Oblong folio, half-bound, each Part, 16«.

Selection (from the above) of Twenty Plates, for the use of the

Royal Military Academy, Woolwich. Oblong; folio, half biuud, 16v.

BUCKMASTER (J. C.)—THE ELEMENTS OF MECHANICAL PHY-
SICS. With numerous Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. IReprirUint;.

BURCHETT (R.)—LINEAR PERSPECTIVE, for the Use of Schools of

Art. Eighteenth Thousand. With Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 7».

PRACTICAL GEOMETRY : The Course of Construction of Plane

Geometrical Figures. With 137 Diagrams. Fourteenth Edition. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s.

DEFINITIONS OF GEOMETRY. New Edition. 24mo, cloth, M.

CARLYLE (DR.)
— DANTE'S DIVINE COMEDY. — Literal Prose

Translation of ThbInfbbno, with Text and Notes. Second Edition. Po8t8vo., 14*.

CARLYLE (THOMAS)—PASSAGES SELECTED FROM HIS WRIT-

INGS. With Memoir. By Thomas Ballantxne. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, Cs,

SHOOTING NIAGARA : AND AFTER ? Crown 8vo, sewed, 6d.
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THOMAS CARLYLE'S WORKS.
LIBRARY EDITION COMPLETE.
Handsomely/ printed in 31 vol's., demy Svo, cloth.

SARTOE EESARTUS. The Life and Opinions of Herr Teufelsdroekh. "With a

Portrait, 7s. 6d.

THE FEENCH EEVOLUTION : A History. 3 vols., each 9.?.

LIFE OF FREDEEICK SCHILLEE AXD EXAMINATION OF HIS WORKS.
With Supplement of 1S72, Portrait and Plates, 9s. The Supplement separate!'/, 2s.

CEITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 6 vols., each 9s.

ON HEEOES, HEEO WORSHIP, AND THE HEROIC IN HISTORY. 7«. Gd.

PAST AND PRESENT. With a Portrait, 95.

With Portraits.OLIVER CROMWELL'S LETTERS AND SPEECHES
each 95.

LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS. 9s.

LIFE OF JOHN STERLING. With Portrait, 9*.

HISTORY OF FREDERICK THE SECOND. 10 vols., each 9s.

TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN. 3 vols., each 9s.

GENERAL INDEX TO THE LIBRARY EDITION. Svo, cloth, Gs.

CHEAP AND UNIFORM EDITION,

111 23 Vols., crown Sfo, cloih.

5 vols.

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION: A His-

tory. 3 vols., 12s.

OLIVER CROMWELL'S LETTERS AND
SPEECHES, with Elucidations, &c. 3

vols., 18s.

LIVES OF SCHILLER AND JOHN
STERLING. 1 vol., 6s.

CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS
ESSAYS. 4 vols., 11. 4s.

SARTOR RESARTUS AND LECTURES
ON HEROES. 1 vol., 6s.

LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS, 1 vol., Gs.

CHARTISM AND PAST AND PRESENT.
1 vol., 6s.

TRANSLATIONS FROM THE GERMAN
OF MUS^US, TIECK, & RICHTER.
1 vol., 6s.

WILHELM MEISTBR, by Gothe, a Trans-
lation. 2 vols., 12s.

HISTORYOFFRIEDRICH THE SECOND,
called Frederick the Great. Vols. I. &
II., containing Parti.—"Friedrich till

his Accession." 14s.—Vols. III. & IV.,
containing Part II.—"The First Two
SUesian Wars." 14s.—Vols. V., VI.,
VII., completing the Work, II. Is.

PEOPLE'S EDITION.
Ill 37 Vols., small crown Svo. Price 2s. each Vol., hound in cloth; or in sets of

37 vols, in 18, cloth gilt, for £3 14s.

SARTOR EESARTUS.
FRENCH EEVOLUTION. 3 Vols.

LIFE OF JOHN STERLING.
OLIVEE CEOMWELL'S LETTERS

AND SPEECHES. 5 Vols.

ON HEROES AND HERO WOR-
SHIP.

PAST AND PRESENT.

CEITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS
ESSAYS. 7 Vols.

LATTER-DAY PAMPHLETS.
LIFE OF SCHILLER.
FREDERICK THE GREAT. 10 Vols

WILHELM MEISTEE. 3 Vols.

TRANSLATIONS FROM MUS^US,
Tieck, & Kichter. 2 Vols.
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GENERAL INDEX.

CLINTON (R. H.), A COMPENDIUM OF ENGLISH HISTORY, from
the Earliest Times to a.d. 1872. With Copious Quotations on the Leading Events
and the Constitutional History, together \vith Appendices. Post Svo, 7s. Qd.

COX (DAVID), MEMOIR OF, with Selections from Lis Correspondence,
and some Account of his Works. By W. Neal Solly. Illustrated with numerous
Photographs from Drawings by the Artist's own hand. Royal Svo, cloth, 36s.

CRAIK (GEORGE LILLIE)—ENGLISH OF SHAKESPEARE. lUiis-

trated in a Philological Commentary on his Julius Ciesar. Fourth Edition. Post
Svo, cloth, 5s.

OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH LAN-
GUAGE. Eighth Edition. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. Gd.

DANTE.—DR. J. A. CARLYLE'S LITERAL PROSE TRANSLA-
TION OF THE INFERNO, with the Text and Notes. Second Edition. Post
Svo, llJ,

DASENT (DR. G. W.)—JEST AND EARNEST. A CoUectiou of
Reviews and Essays. 2 Vols., post Svo, cloth, 2Is.

TALES FROM THE F-JELD. A Second Series of Popular Tales,
from the Norse of P. Ch. Asbjornsen, Small Svo, cloth, 10s, dd.

DE COIN (COLONEL ROBERT L.)—HISTORY AND CULTIVATION
OF COTTON AND TOBACCO. Post Svo, cloth, 9s.

DE GUERIN (MAURICE AND EUGENIE). A Monograph. By
Hareiei Paer, Author of " Essays in the Silver Age," &c. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

DE KONINCK (L. L.), and DIETZ (E.)- PRACTICAL MANUAL OF
CHEMICAL ASSAYING, as applied to the Manufacture of Iron from its Ores,
and to Cast Iron, Wrought Iron, and Steel, as found in Commerce. Edited, with
Notes, by Robeet Mallet. Post Svo, cloth, 6s.

DE LA CHAPELLE (COUNT)—THE WAR OF 1870. Events and
Incidents of the Battle Field. Post Svo, cloth, 4s. 6(;.

DIXON (W. HEPWORTH)—THE HOLY LAND. Fonrth Edition.
With 2 Steel and 12 Wood Engi-avings. Post Bvo, 10s. Cc^.

DRAMATISTS OF THE PRESENT DAY. By Q. Ifejmntedfrom the
" Athenteum." Post Svo, cloth, 4s.

DRAYSON (LIEUT. -COL. A. W.)—THE CAUSE OF THE SUP-
POSED PROPER MOTION OF THE FIXED STARS, with other geometrical
problems in Astronomy hitherto unsolved. Demy Svo, cloth, 10s.

THE CAUSE, DATE, AND DURATION OF THE LAST
GLACIAL EPOCH OP GEOLOGY, with an Investigation of a new Movement of

the Earth. Demy Svo, cloth, 10s,

PRACTICAL MILITARY SURVEYING AND SKETCHING.
Fourth Edition. Post Svo, cloth, 4s. Gd.
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CHARLES DICKENS'S WORKS.

ORIGINAL EDITIONS. In Demy 8vo.

THE MYSTERY OF EDWIN DROOD. With lUustrations by S. L.

Fildee, and a Portrait engraved by Baker. Cloth, Is. 6rf.

OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. With Forty Illustratious by Marcus Stone.

Cloth, \l. Is.

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With Forty-three Illustrations by Seymour
and 'Phiz.' Cloth, \l. U.

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With Forty Illustrations by 'Phiz.' Cloth,
\l. Is.

SKETCHES BY 'BOZ.' With Forty lUustrations by George Cruikshank.

Cloth, XL \s.

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. With Forty Illustrations by
'
Phiz.' Cloth,

\l. Is.

DOMBEY AND SON, With Forty Illustratious by 'Phiz.' Cloth, \l \s.

DAVID COPPERFIELD. With Forty Illustrations by 'Phiz.' Cloth,
11. \s.

BLEAK HOUSE. With Forty Illustrations by 'Phiz.' Cloth, U. \s.

LITTLE DORRIT. With Forty Illustratious by 'Phiz.' Cloth, 1^. Is.

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With Seventy-five Illustrations by
George Cattermole and H. K. Browne. A New Edition. Uniform with the other

Volumes, 21«.

BARNABY RUDGE : a Tale of the Riots of 'Eighty. With Seventy-
eight Illustrations by G. Cattermole and H. K. Browne. Uniform with the other

Volumes, 21s.

CHRISTMAS BOOKS : containing—The Christmas Carol ; The Cricket
on the Hearth: The Chimes; The Battle of Life; The Haunted House. AVitli all

the original Illustrations. Cloth, 12s.

OLIVER TWIST AND TALE OF TWO CITIES. In One Volume.
Cloth, 21*.

OLIVER TWIST. Separately. Cloth, Us.

A TALE OF TWO CITIES. Separately. By 'Phiz.' Cloth, 9*.

%* The remainder of Dickens'a Works have never yet been printed in demy 8co.
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1)

•CHARLES DICKENS'S WORKS—contha'eJ.

LIBRARY EDITION. In Post 8vo.

With the Original Illustrations, 30 vols., cloth, £12

Pickwick Papers ^Vith 43 lUustrns.

Nicholas Nickleuy ^Vith 39

Mahtix Ciiuzzi.EwiT AVith 40

Old Cuuiosity Shot and lti;rKiNTEi) Piecks "With 36

Eaexaby Eudge and IIaud Times "With 36

Bleak House AVith 40

Little Dokuit AVitli 40

DoMBEY Axi) Sox "With oS

David CoprEuriELi) A^ ith 38

Our Mutual Fuiend AVitli 40

Sketches by Boz AVith 39

Oliver Twist AVith 24

Christmas Books AVith 17

A Tale of Two Citii;s AVitli 10

Great Expectations AVitli 8

Pictures from Italy and American Notes AVitli 8

Uncommercial Traveller AVith 8

Child's History OF England A\'itli 8

Edwin Drood, and SIiscei.lanies AVith 12

Christmas Stories, from " Ilousfholil

Words," etc AVitli 16

J)

2 vols.

2 vols.

2 vols.

2 vols.

2 vols.

2 vols.

2 vols.

2 vols.

2 vols.

2 vols.

i vol.

1 vol.

1 vol.

1 vol.

1 vol.

1 vol.

1 vol.

1 vol.

1 vol.

£ s.

16

16

IG

16

16

16

16

16

16

16

8

1 vol.

Crown 8vo.

J1

))

8

THE "CHARLES DICKENS" EDITION, m
III 19 vols, cloth, with Illustrations, £3 2?. Qd.

Pickwick Papers AVith 8 lUu^rtrations

Martin Chuzzlewit AVith 8 ,,

DoMBEY AND SoN AVith 8 ,,

Nicholas KiCKLEBY AVith 8 ,,

David Copperfield AVith 8 ,,

Bleak House AVith 8 ,,

Little Dorrit AVith 8 ,,

Our Mutual Friend AVith 8
, ,

Barnaby Eudge AVith 8

Old Curiosity Shop AVith 8

Tale of Two Cities AVith 8

Sketches by Boz AVith 8

American Notes ff«f^ Eeprinted Pieces .. AVith 8

Christmas Books AVith 8

Oliver Twist AVith 8

Great Expectations AVith 8

TIard Times and Pictures from Italy . . AVith 8

Uncommercial Traveller AVitli 4

A Child's History of England AVith 4

Edwin Drood Jn the Preis.

Christmas Stoi'.ies from " Household AVords " In the Press.

DICKENS— THE LIFE OF CHAllLES DICKENS. By John-
FoKSTBR. A''ol. I.. 181i-i2. "With Portraits and otlier Illustrations. 15th Thonsantt.
evo, cloth, Vlf. \u\. II., 184-J-52. 8vo, cloth, \U. A'ol. III., 1802-70, Svo, cloth, IG*.

12tU Tliousand.
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CHARLES DICKENS'S ViOnKS—contiuued.

THE ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY EDITION. flnDomySvo.)
To be completed in 30 Volumes. {Pablished ^lonlhltj), 10s. each.

Volumes ready.

SKETCHES BY BOZ. Willi 40 Illustrations by Geobge Cruiksiiank.

PICKWICK PAPERS. 2 vols. With 42 Illnstrations by
" Piiiz."

OLIVER TWIST. With 21 Illustrations by Cruikshank.
NICHOLAS NICKLECY. 2 vols. AVith 10 Illustrations by

" Phiz."

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. 2 vols. With Illustrations by Cattermole, &c.

BARNABYRUDGE and HARD TIMES. 2 vols. Wiih Illustrations by Caties-

MOLE, &C.

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT. 2 vols. With -10 Illustrations by
" Pmz."

AMERICAN NOTES and PICTURES FROM ITALY. 1 vol. With 8 Illustra-

tions.

HOUSEHOLD EDITION, in Crown 4to.

Now in course of publication in Weekly Numbers at \d., and in Monthly Parts at CtJ.

Each penny numhcr contains two nvo Illastrations by F. Ba.rnard.

A FALL OF TWO CITIES.
OLIVER TWIST, with 23 Illustrations. Sewctl, Is. Gd. cloth, 2.s. 6c?.

MARTIN CHUZZLEWIT, with .59 Illustrations. Sewed, Zs. ; cloth, is.

DAVID COPPERFIKLD, with GO Illustrations and a Portrait. Sewed, 3s. ; cloth, ^s.

BLEAK HOUSE, with Gl Illustrations. Sewed, 3s.; cloth, 4s.

LITTLE DORRIT, with 53 Illustrations. Sewed, 3s. ; cloth, 4.?.

PICKWICK PAPERS, with 5G Illustrations. Sewed, 3s. ; cloth, is.

BAKNABY RUDGE, with 40 Illustrations. Sewed, 3s. ; cloth. Is.

MR. DICKENS'S READINGS.
Fcq). Si'O, sci':ed.

Christmas Caiiol in Prcse
Cr.ICKET ON THE IIeAUTH
Chimes : A Goblin Story
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ELIOT (SIR JOHN) — A BIOGRAPHY BY JOHN FORSTER.
With Porlraiis. A Nev) and cheaper Edition. 2 vols. Post 8vo, cloth, lis.

ELLIOT'S (ROBERT H.) EXPERIENCES OF A PLANTER IN THE
JUNGLES OF MYSORE. With lUMtratiom and a Map. 2 vols. 8vo, cloth, 24s.

CONCERNING JOHN'S INDIAN AFFAIRS. 8vo, cloth, 95.

ELLIOT (FRANCES)—OLD COURT LIFE IN FRANCE. Third
Edition. Demy 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6(^

THE DIARY OF AN IDLE WOMAN IN ITALY. Second
Edition. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s.

PICTURES OF OLD ROME. New Editioa. Post 8vo, cloth, Cs.

FINLAISON (ALEXANDER GLEN)—NEW GOVERNMENT SUC-
CESSION-DUTY TABLES. Third Edition. Post 8vo, cloth, 5s.

FLEMING (GEORGE)—ANIMAL PLAGUES ; THEIR HISTORY,
NATURE, AND PREVENTION. 8vo, cloth. 15s.

HORSES AND HORSE-SHOEING ; their Origin, History, Uses
and Abuses. 210 Engravings. 8vo, cloth, \l. Is.

PRACTICAL HORSE-SHOEING. With 37 Illustrations. Second
Edition, enlarged, 8vo, sewed, 2s.

RABIES AND HYDROPHOBIA; THEIR HISTORY,
NATURE, CAUSES, SYMPTOMS, AND PREVENTION. With 8 lUustraUons.
8vo, cloth, 15s.

FORSTER (JOHN) — OLIVER GOLDSMITH: a Biography. With
Illustrations. 2 vols. Large crown 8vo, 21«.

WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR : a Biography. 1775-1864.
With Portraits and Vignettes. A new and revised Edition, in 1 vol. demy 8vo, wOl
be ready in November.

This icill be the first volunie of a new Edition of Landor's Life, in 7 voU.

SIR JOHN ELIOT : a Biography. With Portraits. New
and cheaper Edition, 2 vols. Post 8vo, clotL, 14s.

LIFE OF CHARLES DICKENS. Vol. L, 1812-42. With
Portraits and other Illustrations. Fifteenth Edition. 8vo, cloth, 12s.

Vol. 11.
,
1842-52. 8vo, cloth, 14s.

Vol. III., 1852-70. 8vo, cloth, 16s.

FORSYTH (CAPT.)— THE HIGHLANDS OF CENTRAL INDIA.
Notes on their Forests and Wild Tribes, Natural History and Sports. With Map
and Coloured Illustrations, Second Edition. 8vo, cloth, 18s.

FORTNIGHTLY REVIEW.—First Series, May, 1865, to Dec. 1866. 6
vols, cloth, 13». each.

New Series, 1867 to 1872. In Half-

yearly Volumes. Cloth, 13*. each.

From January, 1873, in Half-yearly Vols.
Cloth, 16». each.

FORTNUM (C. D. E.) DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE OF MAIOLICA,
HISPANO-MORESCO, PERSIAN, DAMASCUS, AND RHODIAN WARES,
in the South Kensington Museum. Thick 8vo, half morocco, 40«.
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FEANCATELLI (C. E.)
— ROYAL CONFECTIONER; Englisli and

Foreign. A Practical Treatise. With Coloured Illustrations. 3rcl. Edition. Post

8vo, clotb, 7s. 6'J.

GALLENGA (A.)-THE PEARL OF THE ANTILLES. Post 8vo,
cloth, 9s.

GERMAN NATIONAL COOKERY FOR ENGLISH KITCHENS.
With Practical Descriptions of the Art of Cookery as performed in Germany, in-

cluding small Pastry and Confectionery, Preserving, Pickling, and making of

Vinegars, Liqueurs, and Beverages, warm and cold, also the Manufacture of the

various German Sausages. Post 8vo, cloth, 7s.

GILLMORE (PARKER.)—PRAIRIE AND FOREST; a Description of

the Game of North America, with personal adventures in their pursuit. With
numerous illustrations. 8vo, cloth, 12s.

GLEIG'S (LIEUT. -COL. C. S. E.) THE OLD COLONEL AND THE
OLD COEPS; with a View of MiUtai-y Estates. Second Edition. Post Svo,

cloth, 6s.

GOULD (W. BARING.)-HOW TO SAVE FUEL. With Illustralions.

Post Svo, Is.

GUERINI (PROFESSOR GIOVANNI.)—FIRESIDE ENTERTAIN-
MENTS, or a series of Interesting Tales. Traaislated hy his pupils. Svo, cloth,

10s. M.

HAKE (THOS. GORDON)-MADELINE, WITH OTHER POEMS
AND PAKABLES. Post Svo, cloth, 7s. 6ci.

PARABLES AND TALES. With Ilhistrations by Arthur
Hughes. Post Svo, cloth, 5s.

HALL (SIDNEY)-A TRAVELLING ATLAS OF THE ENGLISH
COUNTIES. Fifty Maps, colovu-ed. New edition, including the railways. Demy
Svo, in roan tuck, iOs. 6rf.

HARDING (J. D.)—SKETCHES AT HOME AND ABROAD. A
Selection of Twenty-Four Drawings reproduced in Autotype. Royal 4to, cloth, %l. 2s.

HARDY (CAPT. C.) -FOREST LIFE IN ACADIE ;
aud Sketches

of Sport and Natural History in the Lower Provinces of the Canadian Dominion.
AVitli Illustrations. Svo, cloth, IBs.

HAREM LIFE—THIRTY YT:ARS IN THE HAREM, OR LIFE IN
TURKEY. By Madajle Kibeizli-Mehemei-Pasha. Svo, cloth, lis.

HAWKINS (B. W.)—COMPARATIVE VIEW OF THE HUMAN
AND ANIMAL FRAME. Small folio, cloth, 12s.

HOLBEIN (HANS)—LIFE. By R. N. Wornum. With Portrait and
Illustrations. Imp. Svo, cloth, 31s. 6cZ.

HUEFFER (FRANZ.)—RICHARD WAGNER AND THE MUSIC
OF THE FUTURE. Crown Svo, cloth, 12s.

HULME (F. E.)—A Series of 60 Outline Examples of Free-hand Orna-
ment. Royal Svo, sewed, 5s.

HUMPHRIS (H. D.)—PRINCIPLES OF PERSPECTIVE. Illustrated
in a Series of Examples. Oblong foUo, half bound, and Text Svo, cloth, 21s.



CHAPMAN & HALL, 193, PICCADILLY. 21

ILLUSTRATIONS OF ART MANUFACTURES, ANCIENT AND
MODERN, drawn from examples in various museums, private collections, and the
best British and Foreign profluctions of the present time. PiMished in monthly
XKirts. -Ito, 2s. each. Parts 1 <o 5 ready.

JEPHSON AND ELMHIRST.—OUR LIFE IN JAPAN. By R.
MouNTBNET Jephson, and E. Pennell Elmkiest, 9th Regt. With numerous
Illustrations from Photographs by Lord Waliee Keee, Signer Bsato, and native

Japanese Drawings. 8vo, cloth, ISs,

JOHNSON (DR. SAMUEL.) — LIFE AND CONVERSATIONS.
(founded chiefly upon Boswell}. By AiEXiifDEE Main, with a preface by G. H
Lewes. Post 8vo, 10s. 6d.

JOHNSTONE (CAPTAIN J. C.)—MAORIA ;
a Sketch of tlie Manners

and Customs of the Aboriginal Inhaljitants of New Zealand. Crown 8vo, 7s. M.

JUKES (J. BEETE)- LETTERS, AND EXTRACTS FROM HIS
LETTERS AND OCCASIONAL WRITINGS. Edited with Memorial Notes by
his Sister. Portraif. Post 8vo, cloth, 12s.

KEBBEL (T. E.)—THE AGRICULTURAL LABOURER. A Sliort

Survey of his Position. Crown 8vo, Qs.

KELLER (FRANZ.)—THE AMAZON AND :MADEIRA RIVERS.
Sketches and Descriptions from the Note-book of an Explorer. ]VUh 68 illustrations

on zoood. Royal 4to, cloth, 21s.

KERAMIC GALLERY. Comprising iTpwarcTs of 500 Illustrations of rare,
curious, and choice examples of Pottery and Porcelain, from the Earliest Times to

the Present, selected by the Author from the British Museum, the South Kensing-
ton Museum, the Geological Museum, and various Private Collections. Witli His-
torical Notices and Descriptions. By William Chaitees. Two handsome Vols.

Royal Svo. Price U. is.

KHIVA AND TURKESTAN. Translated from tlie Russian. By
CaptaLa Spalding. With Map, crown 8vo, 9s.

KONINCK (L. L. DE), axd DIETZ (E. )—PRACTICAL MANUAL OF
CHEMICAL ASSAYING, as applied to the Manufacture of Iron from its Ores,
and to Cast Iron, Wrought Iron, and Steel, as found in Commerce. Edited, with
Notes, by Robbkt Mallet. Post Svo, cloth, 6s.

LACORDAIRE (PERE)—JESUS CHRIST. Conferences delivered at
Notre Dame in Paris. Translated, with the Author's permission, by a Tertiaiy of
the same order. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

GOD. Conferences delivered at Notre Dame, in Paris. By the
same Translator. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

GOD AND MAN. A Third Volume by the same Translator.
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

LACROIX (P.)—THE MANNERS, CUSTOMS, AND DRESS OF THE
MIDDLE AGES. With 15 Chromo-lithographs and over WO Wocd Engravings.
Ro3'al Svo, half morocco, -Sis. 6(^.

THE ARTS OF THE MIDDLE AGES, AND AT THE
PERIOD OP THE RENAISSANCE. With 19 Chromo-Uthographs and over
400 Woodcuts. Royal Svo, half morocco, 31s. Qd.

THE MILITARY AND RELIGIOUS LIFE IN THE
MIDDLE AGES, AND OF THE PERIOD OP THE RENAISSANCE, with
1-1 Chromo-lithographs, and upwards of 400 Engravings on Wood. Royal
Svo, 31s. 6d.
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LANDOR'S (WALTEK SAVAGE) LIFE AND WORKS. With Por-
traits and Illustrations. ANew Edition, to be completed in 7 vols. Demy 8vo.

yiii the press." The first volume containing a new and revised Edition of the Life, by John Forster,
will be ready in November."

LAYS OF MODERN OXFORD. By"ADON." Illustrated by M. B.
Edwards, F. Lockwood and the Author. Fcp. 4to, cloth, 6s.

LYTTON(HON. ROBT.)—" OWEN MS:REDITH."-0RVAL
; or, The

Fool of Time, and other Imitations and Paraphrases. 12nio, cloth, 9s.

CHRONICLES AND CHARACTERS. With Portrait. 2 vol.s„

Crown 8vo, cloth, 11. 'is.

— POETICAL WORKS—COLLECTED EDITION.
Vol. I.—Clytemnestba, and Poems Lyrical and Descriptive. 12mo, cloth. IReprintirtt^..
„ II.—LuciLE. 12mo, cloth, Cs.

SERBSKI PESME ; or, National Songs of Servia. Fcap. cloth, 4s.

LEVER'S (CHARLES) WORKS.
THE ORIGINAL EDITION WITH THE ILLUSTRATIONS.

Jn 17 Vols, demy 8vo cloth, 6s each.

DAVENPORT DUNN.
TOM BURKE OF OURS.
HARRY LORREQUBB.
JACK HINTON.
ONE OP THEM.
CHARLES O'MALLEY,
THE O'DONOGHUE.
HARRINGTON.
LORD KILGOBBIN,

DODD FAMILY ABROAD.
KNIGHT OF GWYNNE.
LUTTRELL OF ARRAN.
BRAMLEIGHS op BISHOP'S FOLLY.
THE DALTONS.
MARTINS OF CROMARTIN.
ROLAND CASHEL.
CON CREGAN.

LEVERS (CHARLES) WORKS.-CHEAP EDITION.

Faacij hoards, 2s. 6d., or cloth, 3s. Gd. each.

CHARLES O'MALLEY.
TOM BURKE.
THE KNIGHT OF GWYNNE.
MARTINS OF CROMARTIN.
THE DALTONS.
ROLAND CASHEL.
SIR JASPER CAREVV.

Fancy hoards

THE O'DONOGHUE.
FORTUNES OF GLENCORE,
HARRY LORREQUER.
ONE OP THEM.
A DAY'S RIDE.
JACK HINTON.
BARRINGTON.

DAVENPORT DUNN.
DODD FAMILY.
MAURICE TIERNAY. <3». cloth.)

SIR BROOKE FOSBROOKE.
BRAMLEIGHS of BISHOP'S FOLLY.
LORD KILGOBBIN.
TONY BUTLER.

2«., or cloth, Zs. each.

LUTTRELL OF ARRAN,
RENT IN THE CLOUD and ST.

PATRICK'S EVE.
CON CREGAN.
ARTHUR O'LEARY.
THAT BOY OF NORCOTT'S.
CORNELIUS O'DOWD.

Or in sets of 27 Vols., cloth, for £i if.
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MALLET (DR. J. W.)—COTTON : THE CHEMICAL, &c., CON-
DITIONS OF ITS SUCCESSFUL CULTIVATION. Post 8vo, cloth, 7s. Gd.

MALLET (ROBERT)—GREAT NEAPOLITAN EARTHQUAKE OF
1857. First Principles of Observational Seismology : as developed in the Report
to the Royal Society of London, of the Expedition made into the Interior of the

Kingdom of Naples, to investigate the Circumstances of the great Earthquake of

December, 1857. Maps and numerous Illustrations. 2 vols. Royal 8vo, cloth, 63s.

MARTINDALE (LT.-COL, C.B.)—RECOLLECTIONS OF CANADA.
With numerous Illustrations by Lieut. Cablile. Oblong -Ito, cloth, 21s.

MELEK-HANUM (Wife of H.H. Kibrizli-Mehemet-Pasha)—THIRTY
YEARS IN THE HAREM. An Autobiography. 8vo, cloth, 14j.

SIX YEARS IN EUROPE : SEQUEL TO " THIRTY
YEARS IN THE HAREM;" the Autobiographical Notes of Meiek Hanura, wife
of H.H. Kibrizli Mehemet Pasha. Edited by L. A. Chamebovzow. 8vo, 14s.

MELVILLE (G. J. WHYTE-)—THE TRUE CROSS : A Legend of the
Church. Post 8vo, cloth, 8s.

WHYTE-MELVILLE'S WORKS.-CHEAP EDITION.
Croivn %vo, fancy boards, 2s. each, or 2s. &d. in cloth.

THE WHITE ROSE.
CERISE. A Tale of the Last Century.
BROOKES OF BRIDLEMERE.
"BONES AND I;" or, The Skeleton at Home
*'M., OR N." Similia SimUibus Curantur.

CONTRABAND; OR, A LOSING HAZARD.
MARKET HARBOROUGH ; or, How Mr. Sawyer went to the Shires.

SARCHEDON : A LEGEND OF THE GREAT QUEEN.
SONGS AND VERSES.
SATANELLA: A STORY^ OF PUNCHESTOWN.
THE TRUE CROSS : A LEGEND OF THE CHURCH.

MEREDITH (GEORGE)—SHAVING OF SHAGPAT. An Arabian
Entertainment. Crown 8vo, fancy boards, 2».

MODERN LOVE, AND POEMS OF THE ENGLISH ROAD-
SIDE, with Poems and Ballads. Fcap., cloth, 6s.

MOLESWORTH (W. NASSAU)-HISTORY OF ENGLAND FROM
THE YEAR 1830 TO THE RESIGNATION OF THE GLADSTONE MINISTRY.
Cheap Edition. 3 Vols., post 8vo, 6s. each. "Copies of volumes 2 and 3 of the

demy 8vo edition are still on sale, 15s. each."

MORLEY (HENRY)—ENGLISH WRITERS. To be completed in 3
Vols. Vol. I. Part I. THE CELTS AND ANGLO-SAXONS. With an Intro-

ductory Sketch of the Four Periods of English Literature. Part II. FROM THE
CONQUEST TO CHAUCER. (Making 2 vols.) 8vo, cloth, 22s.

*,* Each Part is indexed separately. The Two Parts complete the account o
English Literature during the Period of the Formation of the Language, or of Thb
WaiTEES BEFORE ChAUCEB.

Vol. II. Part I. FROM CHAUCER TO DUNBAR. Svo,
cloth, 12s.
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MORLEY (HENRY)—TABLES OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Con-
taining 20 Charts. Second edition, with Index. Boyal 4to, cloth, 12s.

In Three Parts. Parts I. and II., containing Three Charts, each Is. Gd.

Part m., containing 14 Charts, 7s. Part III. also kept in Sections, 1, 2, and 5, 1«, GiJ.

each; 3 and 4 together, 3s. *** The Charts sold separaiehj.

CLEMENT MAROT AND OTHER STUDIES. 2 Vob. Post
8vo, cloth, 18s.

MORLEY (JOHN)—ROUSSEAU. 2 vols. 8vo, cloth, 26s.

. VOLTAIRE. Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

. CRITICAL MISCELLANIES. 8vo, cloth, 14«.

STRUGGLE FOR NATIONAL EDUCATION. Third Edition.

Svo, cloth, 3s.

ON COMPROMISE. Demy Svo., cloth, 7s. 6(7.

NAPIER (C. 0. GROOM)—TOMMY TRY, AND WHAT HE DID
IN SCIENCE. A Book for Boys. With 16 Illustrations. Crown 8vro, C«.

NAPIER (MAJ.-GEN. W. C. E.)— OUTPOST DUTY. By General
Jaeet, translated with TREATISES ON MILITARY RECONNAISSANCE AND
ON ROAD-MAKING. Second Edition. Crown Svo, 5s.

NOAKE (MAJOR R. COMPTON)—THE BIVOUAC OR MARTIAL
LYRIST. Containing upwards of Three Hundred Songs, Epigrams, and Poems.
SecondEdition. Crown Svo, 5s.

OEHLENSLAGER.—EARL HAKON THE MIGHTY. Translated
from the Danish by Feank C. Lascelles. Post Svo, fis.

OLIVER (PROFESSOR)—ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE PRINCIPAL
NATURAL ORDERS OF THE VEGETABLE KINGDOM, PREPARED FOR
THE SCIENCE AND ART DEPART.MENT, SOUTH KENSINGTON. 109

Plates. Oblong Svo, cloth, plain, 16s. ; coloured, 26s.

OSBORNE (MRS. BERNAL)—A FEW PAGES FROM REAL LIFE ;

or, a Guide-book from Notes of Impressions received from weU-known Places.
2 Vols. Post Svo, cloth, 16s.

PIM (B.) and SEEMANN (B.)—DOTTINGS ON THE ROADSIDE
IN PANAMA, NICARAGUA, AND MOSQUITO. With Plates and Maps. Svo,

cloth, 18s.

POLLEN (J. H.)—ANCIENT AND MODERN FURNITURE AND
WOODWORK IN THE SOUTH KENSINGTON MUSEUM. Boyal Svo, half

morocco, 21s.

POLLOCK—THE LITTLE PEOPLE AND OTHER TALES. By Lady
Pollock, W. K. Cliffoed, and AValtee Hekkies Pollock. Illustrated by John
Collier, Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. Od.

PUCKETT, R. CAMPBELL (Head-Master of the Bath School of Art) -
SCIOGRAPHY; or. Radial Projection of Shadows. New Edition. Crown Svo,
cloth, 6s.

RANKEN (W. H. L.) — THE DOMINION OF AUSTRALIA. An
Account of its Foundations. Post Svo, cloth, 12s.

RECLUS (I:LISEE)~THE earth, a Descriptive History of the
Phenomena of the Life of the Globe. Translated by the late B. B. AVoodward, M. A.,
and Edited by Henry Woodwai'd. Illustrated bj' 230 Maps inserted in the text,
and 24 page Maps printed in Coloiirs. 2 vols. Svo, cloth, 26s.

THE OCEAN, ATMOSPHERE, AND LIFE. Being
the Second Series ofa Descriptive History of the Life of the Globe. Illustrated with
250 Maps or Figures, and 27 Maps printed in Colours. 2 Vols. Svo, cloth, 26s.
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flECOEDS OF THE KING'S OWN BORDEREES, or Old Ediaburgh
Begimout. 8vo, cloth, 16s.

REDGRAVE (RICHARD)—MANUAL AND CATECHISM ON
COLOUK. 2imo, cloth, 9d.

REID'S (CAPTAIN MAYNE) NOVELS.

Cheap Editions. 12mo, Fancy Boards, 25. Cloth, 3s. M.

WILD HUNTRESS : A Romance of the Rocky Mountaina.

HALF BLOOD; or, Oceola, the Seminole.

RIFLE RANGERS ; or, Adventures in Southern Mexico.

SCALP HUNTERS
; or, Romantic Adventures in Northern Mexico.

WHITE CHIEF : A Legend of Northern Mexico.

MAROON : A Romance of Jamaica.

WHITE GAUNTLET : A Novel.

THE HEADLESS HORSEMAN, post Svo, hoards, 2s. U. ; cloth

illustrated, 4s.

REYNOLDS (REV. R. VINCENT)— THE CHURCH AND THE
PEOPLE ; or, The Atlaptation of ttie Church's Machineiy to the Exigencies of the
Times. Post Svo, Gs.

RIDGE (DR. BENJAMIN)—OURSELVES, OUR FOOD, AND OUR
PHYSIC. Twelfth.Edition. Fcap Svo, cloth. Is. Gd.

ROBERTS (SIR RANDAL, Bart. )—GLENMAHRA ; or. The Western
Highlands. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, 6s.

• MODERN WAR
; or. The Campaign of the First Prussian Army,

1870-71. With Map. Svo, cloth, Us.

ROBINSON (J. O—ITALIAN SCULPTURE OF THE MIDDLE
AGES AND PERIOD OF THE REVIVAL OF ART. A Descriptive Catalogue
of that Section of the South Kensington Museum comprising an Account of the

Acquisitions from the Gigh and Campana CoUections. With Twenty Engravings.
Royal Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d.

ROCK (DR.)—ON TEXTILE FABRICS. A Descriptive Catalogue of
the Collection ofChurch Vestments, Dresses, Silk Stuffs, Needlework and Tapestries
in the South Kensington Museum. By the Very Rev. Canon Rock, D.D. Royal
Svo, half morocco, 31s. 6d.

ROME. By Francis Wey. With an Introduction by W. W. Story,
Author of " Roba di Roma." Containing 315 beautiful Illustrations. Forming a

magnificent volume in sui^er-royal Ito, cloth, 3?.

ROSSELS POSTHUMOUS PAPERS. Translated from the French.
Post Svo, cloth, 8s,

SARCEY (FRANCISQUE)—PARIS DURING THE SIEGE. Trans-
latcd from the French. With a JSlap. Post Svo, cloth, 6s. Gd.

SHAFTESBURY (EARL OF) — SPEECHES UPON SUBJECTS
HAVING RELATION CHIEFLY TO THE CLAIMS AND INTERESTS OF
THE LABOURING CLASS. With a Preface. Crown Svo, 8s.

SHAIRP (THOMAS)—UP IN THE NORTH ; Notes of a Journey from
London to Lulea and into Lapland, With Map and lUustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 8s.
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SHAKESPEARE.—THE WORKS OF SHAKESPEARE. By the Rev.
Alexandeb Dtce. This edition is not a mere reprint of that which appeared in

1857, but presents a text very materially altered and amended from beginning to

end, with a large body of critical Notes almost entirely new, and a Glossary, in
which the language of the poet, his allusions to customs, &c., are fully explained.

[_Reprinting.
" The best text of Shakespeare which has yet appeared Mr. Dyce's

Edition is a great work, worthy of his reputation, and for the present it contains
the standard text."— Times.

SILVERLAND. By the Author of "Guy Livingstone," 8vo, cloth, 12s.
A notice of Salt Lake and the Mormons, and Incidental American Notes.

SKERTCHLY (J. A.).—DAHOMEY AS IT IS: being a Narrative
of Eight Months' Residence in that Country, with a Full Account of the
Notorious Annual Customs, and the Social and Religious Institutions of Ffons.
With Illustrations. 8vo, cloth, 21s.

SMITH (SAMUEL, of Woodberry Down)—LY^RICS OF A LIFETIME.
With Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, 8s.

SOLLY (REV. HENRY.)—GERALD AND HIS FRIEND THE
DOCTOR; a Record of certain Young Men's Experiences. With an Introductory
Notice by Lord Lttielton. Svo, 16«.

STORY (W. W.)—ROBA DI ROMA. Sixth Edition, with Additions
and Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth, lOs. 6d.

STORY (W. W.)—THE PROPORTIONS OF THE HUMAN FRAME,
ACCORDING TO A NEW CANON. With Plates. Royal Svo, cloth, 10s.

TAINSH (E. C.)— A STUDY OF THE WORKS OF ALFRED
TENNYSON, D.C.L., POET LAUREATE. New edition, with Supplementary
Chapter on the " Holt Gbail." Crown Svo, cloth, 6s.

THIRTY YEARS IN THE HAREM ; or, Life in Turkey. By Mad.
Kibbizli-Mehbmei-Pasha.

'

Svo, cloth, 14s.

TRINAL—MEMORIALS OF THEOPHILUS TRINAL, STUDENT.
By the Rev. T. T. Lynch. New Edition, enlarged. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Cs.

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY)—AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND. A
Cheap Edition in Four Parts, vnth the Maps, Small Svo, cloth, 3s. each.

NEW ZEALAND.
|
NEW SOUTH WALES AND QUEENSLAND.

VICTORIAAND TASMANIA.
|
SOUTH AUSTRALIA AND WESTERNAUSTRALIA

HUNTING SKETCHES. Cloth, 3s. 6<i.

TRAVELLING SKETCHES. Cloth,
3s. 6rf.

CLERGYMEN OP THE CHURCH OF
ENGLAND. 3s. 6d.

THE BELTON ESTATE. 5s.

TROLLOPE'S (ANTHONY) NOVELS.-CHEAP EDITIONS-

Boards, Is. 6c?., cloth, 3s. Gd.

PHINEAS FINN.
ORLEY FARM.
DOCTOR THORNE.
CAN YOU FORGIVE HER?

HE KNEW HE WAS RIGHT,
RALPH THE HEIR.
THE BERTRAMS.
EUSTACE DIAMONDS.

Boards, 2s., cloth, 3s.

KELLYS AND O'KELLYS.
MoDERMOT on BALLYCLORAN.
CASTLE RICHMOND.
BELTON ESTATE.
MISS MACKENSIE.

RACHEL RAY.
TALES OF ALL COUNTRIES.
MARY GRESLEY.
LOTTA SCHMIDT.
LA VENDfiE.
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TURNOR (HATTON)—ASTRA CASTA. Experiments and Adventures
in the Atmosphere. Witlx upwards of 100 Engravings and Photozinco-graphic
Plates produced under the superintendence of Colonel Sir Hbnby James, R.E.
Second Edition. Royal 4to, cloth, 42s.

UNIVERSAL CATALOGUE OF BOOKS ON ART. Compiled for tlie

use of the National Art Library, and the Schools of Art in the United Kingdom.
In 2 vols., crown 4to, half morocco, 2\s. each.

VESINIER, P. (Ex-Member and Secretary of the Commune, and
Redacfceur en chef du Journal Ofaciel)—HISTORY OF THE COMMUNE OF
PARIS. Post 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. Also in French. Same price,

VOLTAIRE. By Johx Morley. Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, 63.

VON GUNTHER (LA COMTESSE.)—TALES AND LEGENDS OF
THE TYROL. Collected and Arranged. Cro\vn 8vo, cloth, 5«.

VON PLENER (ERNST)—THE ENGLISH FACTORY LEGISLA-
TION. Translated by F. L. WEiNMANjf. With Introduction by A. J. Mundblla,
M.P- Post 8vo, cloth, 3s.

WEY (FRANCIS)—ROME. With an Introduction by W. W. Story,
Author of "Roba di Roma." Containing 345 beautiful Illustrations. Forming a
magnificent volume in super-royal 4to, cloth, 31.

WHIST PLAYER (THE). By Colonel Blyth. With Coloured Plates of

"Han<Is." Third Edition. Imperial 16mo, cloth, 5s.

WHITE (WALTER)—EASTERN ENGLAND. From the Thames to

the number. 2 vols. Post 8vo, cloth, 18s.

MONTH IN YORKSHIRE. Fourth Edition. With a Map.
Post 8vo, cJoth, 4s.

LONDONER'S WALK TO THE LAND'S END, AND A
TRIP TO THE SCILLY ISLES. With Four Maps. Second Edition. Post

8vo, 4«.

WORNXJM (R. N.)—THE EPOCHS OF PAINTING. A Biographical
and Critical Essay on Painting and Painters of aU Times and many Places. With
numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 20s.

ANALYSIS OF ORNAMENT—THE CHARACTERISTICS OF
STYLES. An Introduction to the Study of the History of Ornamental Art. With

many lUastrations. Fourth Edition. Royal 8vo, cloth, 8s.

THE LIFE OF HOLBEIN, PAINTER OF AUGSBURG.
With Portrait and 34 Illustrations. Imperial 8vo, cloth, 31*. 6'i.

YONGE (C. D.)—PARALLEL LIVES OF ANCIENT AND MODERN
HEBX)£S. New Edition. 12mo, cloth, 4«. 6d.
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BOOKS FOR THE USE OF SCHOOLS.

Issued under the Authority of the Science and Art De;partment,

South Kensington.

AN ALPHABET OF COLOUR. Reduced from the works of Field,
Hay, Chevebdil. 4to, sewed, 3s.

ART DIRECTORY. 12mo, sewed, M. {Postage, U.)

BARTLEY'S (G. C. T.) CATALOGUE OF MODERN WORKS ON
SCIENCE AND TECHNOLOGY. Third EiUtioii. Post 8vo, eewed. Is.

BRADLEY (THOMAS), of the Royal Military Academy, Woolwich—
ELEMENTS OF GBOMETEICAL DRAWING. In Two Parts, with Sixty Plate?,
oblong folio, half-bound, each part, 16«.

Selection (from the above) of Twenty Plates, for the use of the
Royal MiUtary Academy, Woolwich. Oblong foUo, half-bound, 16s.

BURCHETT'S LINEAR PERSPECTIVE. With lUustrations. Post
8vo, cloth, 7s.

DEFINITIONS OF GEOMETRY. Third Edition. 24mo, swd.
, 5(?.

PRACTICAL GEOMETRY. Post 8vo, cloth, 5s.

DAVIDSON (ELLIS A.)-DRAWING FOR ELEMENTARY SCHOOLS.
Post 8vo, cloth, 3s.

BUILDING, CONSTRUCTION, AND ARCHITECTURAL
DRAWING. 12mo, cloth, 2s.

— DRAWING FOR CARPENTERS AND JOINERS. 12mo,
cloth, 3s. Qd.

LINEAR DRAWING. Geometry applied to Trade and Manu-
factures. 12mo, cloth, 2s.

— MODEL DRAWING. 12mo, cloth, 3.?.

ORTHOGRAPHIC AND ISOMETRICAL PROJECTION.
12mo, cloth, 2s.

— PRACTICAL PERSPECTIVE. I2mo, cloth, 3s.

DELAMOTTE (P. H.)—PROGRESSIVE DRAWING-BOOK FOR
BEGINNERS. 12mo, 2s. 6c;.

DICKSEE (J. R.)—SCHOOL PERSPECTIVE. Svo, cloth, 5s.

DIRECTIONS FOR INTRODUCING ELEMENTARY DRAWING IN
SCHOOLS AND AMONG WORKMEN. Published at the Request of the Society
of Arts. Small -Ito, cloth, 4s. erf.

DRAWING FOR YOUNG CHILDREN, 150 Copies. IGmo, cloth, 3s. Qd.

DYCE'S DRAWING-BOOK OF THE GOVERNMENT SCHOOL OF
DESIGN, ELEMENTARY OUTLINES OF ORNAMENT. 50 Plates, small

foho, sewed, 5s.

— Introduction to ditto. Foolscap Svo, 6t^.
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EDUCATIONAL DIVISION OF SOUTH KENSINGTON MUSEUM.
Classified Catalogue of, 8vo. [RepHnting.

ELEMENTARY DRAWING COPY-BOOKS, for the use of CliUdren
from four years old and upwards, in Schools and Families. Compiled by a Stnident

certificated by the Science and Art Department as an Abt Teachee. Seven Books
in 4to, sewed :

—
Book I. Letters, 8d.

„ II. Ditto, 3d.

„ III. Geometrical and Ornamental Forms, 8d.

„ IV. Objects, 8d.

„ V. Leaves, 8d.

„ "VT. Birds, Animals, &c., M.
,, VII. Leaves, Flowers, and Sprays, Sd.

*,* Or in Sets of Seven Books, is. 6<?.

ENGINEER AND MACHINIST DRAWING-BOOK, IG parts, 71 plates.
FoUo, o2s.

Ditto, ditto, 15 Ly 12 iu.
, mounted, 64i-.

EXAMINATION PAPERS FOR SCIENCE SCHOOLS AND CLASSES.
Published Annually. {Postage, 2d.)

FOSTER (TERE)—DRAWING COPY-BOOKS. Fcap. 4to, Id. each

Ditto, ditto, fine paper, with additions. Fcap. 4to, Zd. each.

HENSLOW (PROF.)—ILLUSTRATIONS TO BE EMPLOYED IN
THE PRACTICAL LESSONS ON BOTANY. Prepared for South Kensington
Museum. Post 8vo, sewed, &d.

HUL:\LE (F. E.)—sixty outline examples of FREEHAND
ORNAMENT. Royal 8vo, sewed, bs. ; mounted, lOs. Gd.

•JEWITT'S HANDBOOK OF PRACTICAL PERSPECTI\^. ISrao,

cloth, \s. Qd.

KENNEDY (JOHN)—FIRST GRADE PRACTICAL GEOMETRY.
12mo, M.

FREEHAND DRAWING-BOOK. 16mo, cloth. Is. 6J.

LAXTON'S examples OF BUILDING CONSTRUCTION, 1 and 2
divisions, Foho, each containing 16 plates, 10s. each.

LINDLEY (JOHN)—SYMMETRY OF VEGETATION: Principles to

be observed in the delineation of Plants. 12ino, sewed. Is.

MARSHALL'S HUMAN BODY. Text and Plates. 2 vols. Cloth, 21s.

OLIVER'S (PROFESSOR) ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE VEGETABLE
KINGDOM. 109 Plates. Oblong 8vo, cloth, plain, 16?., coloured, 26s.

PRINCIPLES OF DECORATIVE ART. Folio, sewed. Is.

PUCKETT, R. CAMPBELL (Head-Master of the Bath School of Art)—
SCIOGRAPHY, OR RAITIAL PROJECTION OP SHADOWS. Crown 8vo,
cloth, 6s.

REDGRAVE'S MANUAL AND CATECHISM ON COLOUR. Fifth
Edition. 24mo, sewed, M.

ROBINSON'S (J. C.)—LECTURE ON THE MUSEUM OF ORNA-
MENTAL ART. Fcap. 8vo, sewed, 6d.

MANUAL OF ELEMENTARY OUTLINE DRAWING FOR
THE COURSE OP FLAT EXAMPLES. 32mo, 7(?.
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ROBSON'S (GEORGE) ELEMENTARY BUILDING CONSTRUCTION.
Oblong folio, sewed, 8s.

SCIENCE DIRECTORY. 12mo, sewed, 6d. {Postage, 3d.)

SMITH (WALTER)-SCHOOL OF ART PRACTICAL GEOMETRY.
6th Edition. 12mo, sewed, Is. M.

WALLIS (GEORGE)—DRAWING-BOOK. Oblong, sewed, 3s. 6d.

Ditto, ditto. Mounted, 8s.

WORNUM (R. N.)—THE CHARACTERISTICS OF STYLES; An
Introduction to the Study of the History of Ornamental Art. Royal 8vo, cloth, 8s.

OUTLINE EXAMPLES :—
A. O. S. LETTERS. 3 sheets. Is., mounted, 3s.

ALBERTOLLI, Selections of FoUaKe from. 4 plates, 5d., mounted, 3s. 6d.

FAMILIAR OBJECTS. Mounted, 9(Z.

FLOWERS OUTLINED FROM THE FLAT. 8 sheets, 8d., mounted, 3s. 6d.

MORGHEN'S OUTLINE OF HUMAN FIGURE. ByHsBMAS. 20 sheets, 3s. 4c?.,

mounted, 16s.

SIMPSON'S 12 OUTLINES FOR PENCIL DRAWING. Mounted, 7».

TARSIA. Ornament Outlined from the Flat. Wood Mosaic. 4 plates, 7d.,

mounted, 3s, 6d.

TRAJAN FRIEZE FROM THE FORUM OF TRAJAN, Part of a. 4cJ., mounted, 1».

WEITBRICHT'S OUTLINES OF ORNAMENT. By HBBMAif. 12 sheets, 2s.,

mounted, 8s. 6d.

DE LA RUE'S FLAT EXAMPLES FOR DRAWING-OBJECTS. 48 subjects, in

packet, 6s.

ANIMALS, in packet. Is.

DYCE'S ELEMENTARY OUTLINES OF ORNAMENT. Drawing-Book of the
Government School of Design. 60 plates, sewed, 5s., movmted, 18*.

SELECTION OF 15 PLATES FROM DITTO. Mounted, 6s. 6d,

WALLIS'S DRAWING BOOK. Oblong, sewed, 3». M., mounted, 8«.

SHADED EXAMPLES :—
BARGUE'S COURSE OF DESIGN. 20 selected sheets, 21. 9s.

DORIC RENAISSANCE FRIEZE ORNAMENT (shaded ornament). Sheet, M.,
mounted. Is. 2d.

EARLY ENGLISH CAPITAL. Sheet, 4d., mounted. Is.

GOTHIC PATERA. Sheet, id., mounted. Is,

GREEK FRIEZE, FROM A. Sheet, 3d., mounted, 9d.

PILASTER, PART OF A. From the Tomb of St. Biagio, at Pisa. Sheet, Is..

mounted, 2s.

RENAISSANCE SCROLL. Sheet, 6d., mounted. Is. 4d.

RENAISSANCE ROSETTE. Sheet, 3rf., mounted, 9c?.

SCULPTURED FOLIAGE, DECORATED, MOULDING OF. Sheet, 7d.,

mounted. Is. 2d.

COLUMN FROM THE VATICAN. Sheet, It., mounted, 2s.

WHITE GRAPES. Sheet, 9d., mounted, 2s.

VIRGINIA CREEPER. Sheet, Qd., mounted, 2s.

BURDOCK. Sheet, 4d., mounted, Is. 2d.

POPPY. Sheet, id., mounted. Is. 2d.

FOLIATED SCROLL FROM THE VATICAN. Sheet, 5d., mouated. Is. W.
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COLOURED EXAMPLES :—

CAMELLIA. Sheet, 2*. 9c;., mounted, 3i. 9d.

PELARGONIUM. Sheet, 2). 9d., mounted, 3«. 9d.

PETUNIA. Sheet, 2i. Qd., mounted, 3». 9d.

NASTURTIUM. Sheet, 2«. 9d., mounted, 3». 9d.

OLEANDER. Sheet, 2s. 9d., mounted, 3«. 9d.

GROUP OP CAMELLIAS. Mounted, 12».

DIAGRAM TO ILLUSTRATE THE HARMONIOUS RELATIONS OF COLOUR.
Sheet, 9d., mounted. Is. Cd.

ELEMENTARY DESIGN. 2 plates ; sheet. Is.

PYNE'S LANDSCAPES JN CHROMO-LITHOGRAPHY (sLx), each, mounted,
7s. 6d.

COTMAN'S PENCIL LANDSCAPES (nine), set, mounted, 15«.

SEPIA (five), set, mounted, 20s.

DOWNE CASTLE, CHROMO-LITHOGRAPH. Mounted, 7».

PETIT (STANISLAS)—SELECTED EXAMPLES OF MACHINES OF
IRON AND WOODWORK (FRENCH). 60 sheets, each Is. Id.

TRIPON (J. B.)—ARCHITECTURAL STUDIES. 20 plates, each Is. 8d.

LINEAL DRAWING COPIES. In portfoUo, 5s. 6d.

DESIGN OF AN AXMINSTER CARPET. By Mart Julvax. 2s.

MODELS AND INSTRUMENTS.
A BOX OF MODELS FOR PAROCHIAL SCHOOLS. U. is.

BINN'S BOX OF MODELS FOR ORTHOGRAPHIC PROJECTION
APPLIED TO MECHANICAL DRAWING. In a box, 30«.

BOX OF DRAWING MODELS. 40s.

RIGG'S LARGE (WOOD) COMPASSES, WITH CHALK HOLDER. 5s

SET OF LARGE MODELS. A Wire Quadrangle, with a Circle and
Cross within it, and one Straight Wire. A Solid Cube. A Skeleton Wire Cube.
A Sphere. A Cone. A Cylinder. A Hexagonal Prism. 21. 2s.

MODELS OF BUILDING CONSTRUCTION. Details of a kingiwst
truss. 21.

Details of a six-inch trussed partition for floor. 3/. 3s.

Details of a trussed timber beam for a traveller. 41. 10s.

These models are constructed in wood and iron.

SKELETON CUBE IN WOOD. 3«. 6d.

A STAND WITH A UNIVERSAL JOINT, to Show the Solid Models,
&c. II. iss.

SLIP, TWO SET SQUARES, AND T-SQUARE. 5s.
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SPECIMENS OF THE DRAWING-BOARD, T-SQUARE, COM-
PASSES, BOOKS ON GEOMETRY AND COLOUR, CASE OF PENCILS AND
COLOUR-BOX awarded to Students in Parish Schools, li*.

IMPERIAL DEAL FRAMES, glazed, without sunk rings, 10».

ELLIOTT'S CASE OF INSTRUMENTS. Containing C-in. compasses
with pen and pencU leg. 8s.

PRIZE INSTRUMENT CASE, with 6-in compasses, pen and
pencil leg, two small compasses, pen and scale. I8s.

6iN COMPASSES, WITH SHIFTING PEN AND POINT. 5s.

THREE OBJECTS OF FORM IN POTTERY (MINTON'S)—INDIAN
JAR; CELADON JAR; BOTTLE. ISs. M.

FIVE SELECTED VASES IN MAIOLICA WARE (MINTON'S).
21. Us.

THREE SELECTED VASES IN EARTHENWARE (WEDGWOOD'S).
18s.

LARGE DIAGRAMS.
ASTRONOMICAL. Twelve Sheets. Prepared for the Committee of

Council of Education by John Dbew, Ph. Dr., F.R.S.A. 48s.

on rollers and varnished. 84s.

BUILDING CONSTRUCTION. By William J. Glenny, Professor of

Drawing, King's College. Ten Sheets. In sets, 21s.

HUMAN BODY, LIFE SIZE.—By John Makshall, F.R.S., F.R.C.S.

1. Thb Skeleton, Front View. I 5. The Skeleton, Side View.
2. The Muscles, Front View. I 6. The Muscles, Side View.
3. The Skeleton, Back View. I 7. The Female Skeleton, Front View.
4. The Muscles, Back View. |

Each sheet, 12s. 6(Z, coloured ; or £1 Is., on canvas and rollers, varnished. Explana-
tory Key, Is,

PHYSIOLOGICAL. Eleven Sheets. Illustrating Human Physiology, Life
size and Coloured from Nature. Prepai-ed under the direction of John Maeshall,
F.R.S., F.R.C.S., &c. Each sheet, 12s. 6d. On canvas and rollers, vaniished, 21s.

1. The Skeleton and Ligaments.
2. The Muscles, Joints, and Animal

Mechanics.
3. The Visceba in Position. — The

Structube op the Lungs.
4. The Okgans of Circulation.
5. The Lymphatics oe Absorbents.
6. The Organs or Digestion.

7. The Bbain and Nerves. — The
Organs of the Voice.

8. The Organs of the Senses, Plate 1.

9. The Organs of the Senses, Plate 2.

10. The Microscopic Structube of the
Textures and Organs, Plate 1.

11. The Microscopic Structure of the
Textures and Organs, Plate 2.

Explanatory Key, Is.

ZOOLOGICAL. Ten Sheets. Illustrating the Classification of Animals.
By Robert Patterson. 40s.

on canvas and rollers, varnished. 705.

The same, reduced in size, on Royal paper, in nine sheets, uncoloured. 12*.
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BOTANICAL. Nine Sheets. Illustrating a Practical Method of Teaching
Botany. By Professor Henslow, F.L.S. 40*.

on canvas and roUers, and varnished. 3;. Zs.

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE PRINCIPAL NATURAL ORDERS OP
THE VEGETABLE KINGDOM. By Professor OtrvBB, F.R.S., F.L.S. Seventy
Imperial sheets, containing examples of dried Plants, reeprsenling the different
Orders. Five Guineas the set.

GEOLOGICAL. Diagram of British Strata. By H. W. Bkistonv, F.R.S.,
F.G.S. A sheet, -U. ; mounted on roller and varnished, 7s. Qd.

MECHANICAL. Six Sheets. Pump, Hydraulic Press, Water-Wheel,
Turbine, Locomotive Engine, Stationary Engine, 62J-in. by 47-in., on canvas and
roller, each 16*. 6d,

EXAMPLES OF MACHINE DETAILS. A Series of Sixteen Coloured
Diagrams. By Professor Umwin. 42» ; Mounted, 74j.
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THE FORTNIGHTLY REYIEW.
Edited by JOHN MORLEY.

fTIHE object of The Fortnightly Eeview is to become an
-^

organ for tlie unbiassed expression of many and yarious minds

on topics of general interest in Politics, Literature, Plulosophy,

Science, and Art. Each, contribution will have the gravity of an

avowed responsibility. Each contributor, in giving his name, not

only gives an earnest of his sincerity, but is allowed the privilege

of perfect freedom of opinion, unbiassed by the opinions of the

Editor or of feUow-contributors.

The Fortnightly Eeview is published on tbe 1st of every

month (the issue on the 15th being suspended), and a Yolume is

completed every Six Months.

The following are among the Cmitributors -—

Professor Huxley.

Professor Tyndall.

Dr. von Sybel.

Professor Cairnes.

Emile de Laveleye.

George Henry Lewes.

Frederic Harrison.

Sir H. S. Maine.

Professor Beesly.

A. C. Swinburne.

Dante Gabriel Rossetti.

J. FiTZJAMKs Stephen.

T. E. ClIFFE LESI.TE.

Edward A. Freemah.

William Morris.

F. W. Farrar.

Professor Henry Morlst.

J. Hutchison Stirliso.

W. T. Thornton.

Professor Bain.

Professor Fawcett.

Lord Lytton.

Anthony Trollopb,

The Editor. &c., &c., &c

The FoiiTNiGHTLY Eeview is published at 2s. 6d.
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